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FOREWORD 


Sankalpa is a novel written in Nepal Bhasa by Shashikala Manandhar 
and published by Newa American Dabu in 2015. She won the 
prestigious literary award, ‘Prem Mohari for her seminal novel that 
deals with the main character, Sadhana, facing a Catch-22 social 
situation. 

On behalf of Newa American Dabu and myself, I am grateful to Ms. 
Nilisha Tuladhar for translating Sankalpa into English and Prof. 
Nirmal Man Tuladhar for copy- editing it. 

We would also like to thank Mr. Keshar Man Tamrakar, the former 
President of Newa American Dabu, for coordinating this translation 
and publication project. 

We highly appreciate the generous financial support given by Mr. 
Ramakanta Kharel and his family for making this project successful. 
We also look forward to his support for noble mission of Newa 
American Dabu in future. 


Uday Maharjan 
President 
Newa American Dabu 
March 30, 2019 
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CHAPTER 



‘Sadhana!’ 

On hearing her mother she stopped watering flowerpots. She put 
down the watering can and entered the attic from the terrace garden. 
She picked up a straw mat from the corner. 

‘Mom, where should I face and sit?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘Over there. Sit facing the window,’ Radhika replied and she 
arranged flowers on the puja plate. She sat on the mat facing the east 
and smiled at her mother. Her mother also smiled back at her daughter. 
She woke up earlier today and bathed, and she had a new dress on. 
She enjoyed lighting a sukunda. Her mother put a leaf-plate under 
the sukundz and another in front of Sadhana. She made offerings to 
Ganesh on the sukundz. She marked a sinhz (colored religious dot) or 
tikka on the leaf-plate and placed a gojii (chaitya-shaped pastry) on it. 
She lit an incense and stuck it on the goja. She also put a jajdkd (sacred 
thread) on it. She then marked five tikkas on the leaf-plate in front of 
Sadhana. Placing five gojas accordingly, she stuck incenses on them. 

‘Why did you put five tikkas, Mom?’ Sadhana asked. 



‘Five gojas with tikkas represent five Dhayani Buddhas,’ replied 

she. 


She gave a flower to Sadhana and told her to make it five pieces. 
Then she put a tikka and rice on them. She bowed down to them. She 
offereded them to Ganesh on the sukunda and put them on the leaf- 
plate. Radhika then made a mixture of curd, tdya (popped rice) and red 
vermilion powder to make a paste. She put some paste on Ganesh and 
marked the right side of Ganesh with curd. She also marked Sadhana’s 
forehead with it and her left temple with curd and put a flower on 
her head. Radhika marked her forehead with the vermilion paste. She 
took a flower garland from the puja plate and put it on Sadhana. 

‘Where’s a yomari garland?’ Sadhana asked looking around. 

‘It’s here.’ Radhika brought out the twelve-yomari garland. She 
put it on Sadhana. 

‘I wore two-yomari garland when I was two years old and the 
four-yomari one when I was four. ‘Do you remember, Mom?’ she 
asked fondly touching the yomaris. 

‘Oh, how can I forget when you still remember?’ Radhika said. 
She put some rice, vermilion powder, flowers and small pieces of fruits 
into a pdtbi (a ritual pot for pouring). 

‘Sadhana, Bend down a little’, she said holding the pdtbi. She bent 
down. She poured all the contents over her head three times. She 
presented Sadhana with a set of clothes. She brought a saga set along 
with thapl with aeld and salichd. She gave a boiled egg and a fried fish 
to Sadhana. She received the egg and fish with both hands. 

‘Give me blessings, Mom,’ Sadhana said and bowed. 

‘May all your wishes be fulfilled,’ Radhaika said as she placed her 
hand on Sadhana’s head. Radhika served her aela in salicha. She took 
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a bite of the egg, another bite of the fish and a small sip of aela. All of 
a sudden, she put it down. Her mother didn’t say anything. She knew 
that Sadhana didn’t like the smell of the adz. 

‘Your birthday rituals are done. Now wash your hands and go and 
give your father and egg and fish. Mark the tikka on him, too,’ Radhika 
said. 


Sadhana washed her hands. She took the plate with egg and fish 
and held the puja plate with the other hand and went down. Her father 
was sitting on the bed with a set of crutches and a medicine box. 

‘Where are the yomaris?’ he asked. 

‘Mom said we make them in the afternoon,’ she said. 

‘Happy Birthday to my dear daughter,’ he wished. 

‘Thank you, father. I wish you a speedy recovery, too. You will be 
fit after you finish taking all these medicines,’ Sadhana said touching 
the medicine box. 

He smiled and ate the egg. She went upstairs. Her mother took 
the leaf plate to the terrace. She kept the puja plate and the sukunda 
away. The lamp on the sukunda was still burning. She cut the two eggs 
into four pieces. She ate one piece and lit the stove for cooking. She 
made a dish out of potato and onion. She also made a pickle out of 
gundruk. She went and gave lunch to her father. Radhika and Sadhana 
ate lunch together. As they finished their lunch, they heard someone 
coming upstairs. 

‘Did you finish the birthday rituals?’ Belmaya said as she came 
upstairs. 

‘Yes, Belmaya. Come up’, said Radhika placing a straw mat for her. 

‘I’ve come for dhaubajil Belmaya said laughingly. She sat on the 

mat. 
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‘Our tradition of distribution of dbaubaji on birthdays no longer 
exists. Instead we have made yomaris. I invited you for yomaris,’ 
Radhika said. 

She marked the tikka on Belmaya’s forehead. She also gave her a 
piece of egg. 

‘How are you, Belmaya aunty? It’s been a long time I’ve not seen 
you?’ Sadhana said. 

‘I’m fine, Sadhana. We moved away far so you hardly see me. This 
is for you’ Belmaya said, and presented her with a bag full of oranges. 
She received it respectfully. 

‘I will stay here for a while. Then I’ll go to work from here.’ 
Belmaya said. 

‘Great. I don’t have to go anywhere either today,’ Radhika said and 
sat with Belmaya. 

Sadhana took off the garland of yomaris she had worn and put it 
away. She went out to the terrace and washed the dishes. 

‘Did you wake up early today to make the yomaris ?’ said Belmaya. 

‘I woke up at about five. I made 12 yomaris for the birthday rituals 
in the morning. Then I went to worship Ganesh in Maru. Sadhana 
mopped the floor’, Radhika said smiling. 

Radhika brought out the rice flour dough from the bowl, which 
she had prepared in the morning. 

‘Look, you are a really hard-working woman. You still have the 
same habit of working hard since young. I can’t work as hard as you. 
I’m very lazy. I have never made yomaris for my both sons’ birthdays. I 
put the tikka on them and give eggs on their birthdays. That’s all I do. 
I never make yomaris and fuss about. I don’t even know how to make 
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them either. I just know how to eat them,’ Belmaya laughed. 

Radhika just smiled. She just brought out necessary utensils and 
the dough bowl for making yomaris. 

‘How is Balram dai now? He was lying on bed facing the other 
side when I looked in the room before I came here. That’s why I didn’t 
speak to him,’ she said. 

‘I don’t know what to say. It’s almost a year he broke his leg, but 
still no recovery. He can’t go out. I hardly let him go on the stairs 
because his legs still hurt a lot. He goes downstairs only for toilet,’ 
Radhika said. 

‘We women have to work. What can we do? I heard that he fell 
down while painting in Somlal’s house. How did he fall?’ Belmaya 
asked. 

‘The bamboo ladder broke, and he fell down on the cement floor.’ 
Radhika couldn’t say anymore as tears welled in her eyes. 

‘Oh, I am sorry. Didn’t that Somlal provide money for the 
medicines ?’ Belaya said. 

‘He did. He is responsible for all the medical expenses. Once 
when he suffered from asthma he paid for all the medicines. Now I am 
paying back by working for him,’ Radhika said with a heavy sigh. 

‘My goodness, doesn’t he have to pay because Balram dai got hurt 
while working for him? He is very mean and stingy,’ Belmaya said 
raising her fists. 

‘I have to do the laundry twice a week for three more years to clear 
my debt,’ Radhika said. 

‘He hasn’t paid me for washing clothes three times. Took, as 
Balram dai got hurt, you couldn’t go there so he called me. I used to 
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go there once a week. As my sons were sitting for S.L.C. I told him I 
couldn’t come for two weeks and he agreed. When I went for washing 
again after two weeks he told me he had hired you.’ 

Radhika said, “His wife, Ranjana, told me that,’ Radhika said. 

‘He is very tight-fisted and his wife is very bad-mouthed. Both of 
them get angry at small things and try to exploit others. It’s so difficult 
to bear.’ Belmaya said in anger. 

‘They told me that you were coming to work so they hired me. 
I didn’t want to go. I am forced to go because I have to pay back the 
money he spent on medical treatment in hospital. I’m going this 
Friday,’ Radhika said. 

‘Go, go. It’s good they hired you. But they haven’t paid me. I’m 
just saying that it’s not right. It’s Rs. 300 for one day washing and it’s 
already been 3 times. They have to pay me Rs. 900. They give a huge 
bundle of clothes to wash. Even the clothes of Ranj ana’s mother’s 
home. If I asked about it she would shout at me. I doubted when I saw 
a pair of jeans. I never saw her sons wear those kinds of jeans; only her 
brothers wear those jeans. It’s so difficult to wash those jeans. Not only 
those jeans. I am even ashamed to say ....,’ Belmaya stopped. 

‘I know what she gives for washing,’ Radhika said with dejection. 

‘Really? Ranjana tortures us to wash filthy cloth. She gives even 
stained cloth with menstrual period. I felt sick,’ Belmaya said. 

‘She makes me wash them too. What can we do ? We are poor and 
earn our living by washing other’s clothes. We cannot deny washing. 
She should have known herself that menstrual stained cloth shouldn’t 
be given to wash,’ Radhika said heavy-heartedly. 

‘Yes, we cannot refuse to do it. And think of a huge bundle of 
clothes she gives for washing. She gives us poor snacks and not even 
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a cup of tea. What a mean woman! On top of that she makes us wash 
menstrual cloth. She’ll have to face a lot of misery,’ Belmaya said raising 
a finger. 

‘Radhika, in one way I am happy that I don’t have to work at 
Somlal’s house anymore. I’ll go once again for money he owes me. 
Why should I give up the money of my hard work? If I don’t have to 
take my money, I would never set foot there,’ Belmaya said. 

Radhika spoke to herself after listening to Belmaya. She could 
bear Ranjana but it was really difficult to bear abuses and harassment 
from Somlal. It was misery to remember the incident when Sadhana 
was only 8 years old. If she said about the incident to Shanta and 
Belmaya, they would go on telling it to everyone. Whoever would 
come to know about they would talk behind Sadhana and herself. She 
thought that she would keep it to herself. She decided not to tell about 
how Somlal and his wife had harassed her. She kept quiet even though 
Belmaya asked. 

Belmaya further told Radhika that she also washed clothes at 
other two places. The people there treated her well, paid her timely 
and gave her tea and food. Radhika just listened. 

‘Aren’t we making yomaris ?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘Yes, yes. It’s time now,’ said Radhika. 

Sadhana gave Radhika two bowls - a bigger one for chdku and a 
smaller for water. 

Belmaya was again about to talk about the bad things about 
Somlal and Ranjana, but she stopped as Sadhana sat in front of her. 
Radhika bought out all the required utensils. 

‘What is this ?’ Belmaya asked pointing at a steamer. 
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‘This is for steaming the yomaris,’ said Radhika. She put some 
water in the lower pot of the steamer. 

Belmaya was amazed to see the two-layered clay steamer, the 
lower container was for boiling water and the upper was to steam the 
yomaris. Radhika lit the stove. She boiled the chaku in a big bowl. 
Then she put it down. She mixed black ground sesame in the chaku. 
She kept some water in the smaller bowl and put some oil into it. She 
put the lower layer of the steamer on the stove. Then Radhika took a 
piece of the rice-flour dough and turned it into the shape of an egg. 
Sadhana did the same. Radhika dipped her right index finger into the 
water with oil and put the egg-shaped dough in her left hand. The 
index finger is inserted in the center of the dough. She was pressing the 
dough into the shape of cone. She kept two spoons of the mixture of 
ground sesame and chaku into it. She closed the opening of the yomari 
with her index finger and the thumb. She made two pointed shapes on 
top of the yomari and fixed the lower point of it. The yomari was ready 
for steaming. 

Sadhana also made yomari by looking at how Radhika made. 
Belmaya tried but couldn’t make it. She was amazed at Sadhana 
making yomaris. She laughed at herself not being able to make it but 
tried sluggishly. Both Radhika and Sadhana continued making the 
yomaris. The water boiled in the steamer. 

‘We don’t have to put chaku in yomaris for birthday garland. We 
only put 5 rice grains into it,’ Radhika said as she made another one. 

Belmaya kept staring at mother and daughter making yomaris. 

Radhika put six big yomaris on the upper container of the steamer 
and placed it on top of the lower container. The yomaris were ready 
in 15 minutes. She took them from the steamer. She offered Belmaya 
three yomaris. She told Sadhana to take the other three to her father. 
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‘I go to three places to work nowadays. How many places do you 
go, Radhika?’ Belmaya asked after she had finished eating the yomaris. 

‘I go to two places. I have not gone to Somlal’s house for a year. I 
am going now. Then I’m going to Bishakha’s house,’ Radhika replied 
her. 


‘Bishakha. Who is she?’ Belmaya asked curiously. 

‘Purna Das’s only one daughter who goes to college donates money 
to celebrate all Newa cultures and traditions. It was she who told me 
that the twelfth birthday must be celebrated by wearing 12 yomaris’, 
Radhika said smiling and put other yomaris in the steamer. 

‘Where is her house ?’ 

‘Not so far from here. The big three-stored yellow house. They 
have a huge shop of sewing machines, fridges and filters at New Road. 
There are 6 members in her family. Very good people. They treat people 
like us kindly. They are wealthy and have good hearts too. The most 
kind-hearted is Bishakha. She is beautiful and her manner is good too,’ 
Radhika said. 

‘She loves me too,’ Sadhana added. 

‘Really? You’re really lucky to work for them. And look at Somlal 
and his wife, I don’t even want to remember them. It would be better if 
we never have to go to work at their house. If I find a good house with 
good people, I can go daily instead of twice a week,’ Belmaya said as she 
looked at her watch. 

‘Sadhana, Sadhana!’ 

‘Who is it? Look out of the window, Sadhana,’ Radhika said. 

‘I think it is Bishakha,’ said Sadhana and quickly ran to the window. 
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CHAPTER 



‘Bishakha! Please come up. The door is open,’ Sadhana said 
looking out of the window. Radhika remarked that just talking about 
Bishakha she came. 

Sadhana rushed the downstairs. 

‘It is said that a person who comes when we talk about has a long 
life,’ Belmaya said looking at Radhika. 

‘Yes, I’ve heard that too,’ Radhika said looking towards the 
stairway. 

Bishakha came up smiling. Sadhana followed her. 

‘Bishakha, you are supposed to go somewhere today,’ Radhika said 
gently. 

‘Yes, I’m going to see the Bode jatra. My maternal uncle’s daughter 
Utpala is coming along too. I have a friend at Bode. She invited us to 
see the jatra. I’ve asked Utpala to wait in the car outside. I got to go 
soon. I just stopped by because it is Sadhana’s birthday,’ Bishakha said 
horridly. 



She gave a bag she had brought to Sadhana and wished her. 
Sadhana thanked her for a birthday present with a smile. 

‘Sadhana, wear the yomari garland once more. I’ll take your 
picture,’ Bishakha said taking out a small camera from her bag. 

Sadhana put on the yomari garland. Bishakha took Sadhana to the 
terrace and took a picture. She took another picture with Radhika and 
Sadhana together. Belmaya was staring at Bishakha. She had a yellow 
printed kurtd on. Her face is round fair. Her teeth were sparklingly 
white and nice. Hair long and black. Her thick, silky hair was clipped 
up. She looked smart and tall. ‘Bishakha, wait a moment for tasting 
yomari ,’ Radhika said as she went into the kitchen. She bought two 
steaming yomaris in a plate and gave it to Bishakha. 

‘I just have had lunch. I am full. I’ll take them and eat later.’ 
Bishakha looked at her watch. Radhika wrapped the yomari. Bishakha 
put it in her bag with the camera. 

‘We are organizing Bhojan (lunch program in grandma’s memory 
at Sumangal Bihar the day after tomorrow. Please send Sadhana. You 
also come to Buddha Puja. Utpala will be there too. You can help us 
with some work. Do come,’ Bishakha said looking at Sadhana. 

‘Okay,’ Sadhana said smiling. Bishakha hurried down the stairs. 
Sadhana went down with her to see her out. 

‘Wow, what a beautiful young lady! She looks like Laxmi goddess. 
Radhika you were also very beautiful when you were young. I used 
to say that you looked like Saraswoti goddess. Your complexion was 
fair. Big eyes. Nice nose long. Small mouth. Big forehead. Sadhana 
looks exactly like you. She looks so pretty like Saraswoti goddess now. 
Just imagine how pretty she’ll be when she grows up. I think Sadhana 
will look even more beautiful than you. Bishakha looks beautiful in 
another way. I just wanted to stare at her,’ Belmaya said. 
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‘Not only is the face, but Bishakha is beautiful at heart too. I’ve 
already told you that she goes to college and does a lot of religious 
and social work. She often organizes tea and lunch programs at bihars 
and for the old-age homes. She is very busy. She follows Newar culture 
and tradition equally. I was washing clothes in her house yesterday. 
She came back from college. When I was talking to her I happened to 
tell her that I would be celebrating Sadhana’s birthday by only putting 
vermilion paste on her and wouldn’t be making yomarh. She didn’t 
seem to like what I said. She said that we, Newars, must follow our 
culture and tradition. Later when I was about to return after having 
snacks, she handed me a pack of rice flour, chaku and ground black 
sesame. She didn’t agree when I said I didn’t need them. She even 
asked me if I had a steamer. Maybe she asked to confirm if I had one. 
She then asked me if I knew how to make yomarh. I told her about 
making yomarh on Sadhana’s second and fourth birthdays,’ Radhika 
said. 


Belmaya listened attentively to what Radhika was saying. Sadhana 
came with her notebooks and pencils that Bishakha had presented her. 
She sat in a corner and started writing in a notebook. Belmaya looked 
at Sadhana. 

‘Radhika, there is only one difference between you and Sadhana. 
Your hair is long and silky whereas Sadhana’s hair is curly and comes 
only up to her shoulders,’ Belmaya said as she looked at both Radhika 
and Sadhana. Sadhana laughed after hearing Belmaya. Radhika 
laughed too looking at Sadhana. She covered the steamed yomarh in a 
bowl. She put other yomarh in the steamer. Sadhana went down as she 
heard her father call. 

‘Radhika, have you visited our Ranipauwa village ?’ Belmaya asked 
remembering her village. ‘How can I go? Parents died long ago. My 
brothers and their wives are no more. I have a nephew but he doesn’t 
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call me and doesn’t care for me,’ Radhika said as she placed the steamer 
on the stove. 

‘It’s not a big thing that nephews don’t care after our parents 
have died. You know well. I lost my parents when I was a child. I have 
nobody else. I don’t even have a piece of land. I used to sell vegetables 
at the Ranipauwa bus stand like you did. You eloped with Balram 
while you used to sell vegetable there. After some years, I fell in love 
with a driver from Trishuli. I found him kind. I went with him even 
if I knew that he didn’t own any house or land. Later I came to know 
that he was a drunkard. I had a lot of sufferings after having two sons. 
I went to other’s houses to work. He started to drink more and more 
early in the morning. He was an alcoholic. Suffering was my fate. I 
suffered and made my sons go to school. My drunkard husband died 
very soon. In one way it was a relief for me. At least I had no troubles 
he gave,’ Belmaya said. 

The, yomaris were steamed. She covered them with a white cloth 
and a plate. She again placed other yomaris in the steamer. Belmaya 
continued to tell her other sufferings. 

‘We were happy when we used to sell vegetables at the Ranipauwa 
bus stand. I eloped with Balram as you said. I came happily with him 
when he told me that he worked in Kathmandu. He used to paint 
people’s houses and didn’t have a house. We rented a house. Then 
I went to people’s houses to wash clothes. I couldn’t find any other 
work.’ Radhika also narrated her story. 

Sadhana came up. She sat down and asked for the yomaris. 
Radhika served her two in a plate. She took the other two for herself. 
She put off the stove. 

‘I want to eat more. Give me two more,’ Belmaya said smiling. 
Radhika gave other two her. She ate it quickly. 
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‘After a long time we met at Asan, remember?’ Radhika asked. 

‘Yes, I remember that day very well. We met for the first time after 
elopement while lighting butter lamps at the Annapurna temple at 
Asan. There used to be a lot of strikes at that time. It was a political 
turmoil of 1990. A lot of people were killed. There were many curfews. 
We couldn’t get out of our houses. When I saw a wounded, bloody 
protester at Ratnapark, I got very scared,’ Belmaya said with fear on 
her face. 

‘I saw a lot of them too,’ Radhika said. 

‘You were pregnant at that scary time of curfews,’ Belmaya 
remembered the past. 

‘Yes. You remember. I’ve already told you how much I suffered at 
that time,’ Radhika said as she finished eating the yomaris. 

‘My goodness, it was such a difficult time. There were no cars or 
rikshaws. And didn’t you tell me that when you went to Bir hospital 
on foot all the police were looking at you?’ Belmaya remembered what 
Radhika had told her before. 

‘Yes. My son born at such a difficult time didn’t live long,’ Radhika 
said sadly. 

‘Later when we met at Indrachowk you told me sobbing that day 
was the six-month of your son’s death. Sadhana was born later. How 
many years difference ?’ Belmaya asked looking at Sadhana. 

‘Two years. Sadhana was born in 1992,’ Radhika said looking at 
Sadhana. Sadhana was listening. 

‘She was born just after we came to live in this house. We used 
to live on the first floor. Other people lived here on the upper floors. 
They had one son. Their son was growing fast and they lacked rooms, 
so they moved out. I’ve heard that the father worked at Somlal’s office. 
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I’ve not seen them ever since,’ Radhika said and stood up. Radhika 
washed her hands. She again sat down aside Belmaya. Sadhana took 
her pencil and started writing in her notebook. 

‘My work was at Bishakha’s house. I took Sadhana along with me 
when I went to work there. I washed clothes. Meanwhile she played 
there. She would water the plants. Bishakha told me Sadhana should 
go to school and admitted her to Grande I at Kanya Mandir School. 
Now she is at Grade 4. Shanta’s daughter, Champa, is with her. It is all 
because of Bishakha she goes to school. She gives me money to pay the 
fees too,’ Radhika said with a smile. 

‘Oh, Bishakha very kind. I saw her in person today. If there is need 
for any other work at her house, tell me Radhika. I want to work there 
too. The house where I work is too far me,’ Belmaya said. 

Radhika said ‘Alright, I’ll ask,’ said Radhika. 

Belmaya gave her the piece paper with the phone number of her 
place. Suddenly her eyes fell on the cracked wall. 

‘Look, the wall is cracked. The house will fall down,’ Belmaya 
shouted looking at the wall. ‘Yes, the house would fall if nobody stayed, 
so the landlord takes only thousand rupees per month. The landlord 
does not want to reconstruct the house because of logistic problems. 
All these utensils you around here belong to the landlord,’ Radhika 
said pointing to different items. ‘Oh, they are a lot of antique items 
here.’ Belmaya said looking at the old valuable utensils. 

‘This old house is enough for us to live peacefully. We’ll have to go 
when we are told to leave,’ Radhika said rather seriously. 

‘You could always stay only if it is your own house. It would be so 
easier only if your son was alive,’ Belmaya added as she looked around 
at the utensils. 
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‘We lost him soon after his birth. What can we do? Sadhana was 
born when I was 43. Sadhana is both a son and a daughter for me,’ 
Radhika said. She looked at Sadhana writing in the notebook. 

‘At least you have a daughter at this age. It would have been nicer 
if you had a son. It’s because a son would look after us in the future 
and take care when we get old. Daughters get married off just like us,’ 
Belmaya said as she laughed. 

Sadhana was still writing. She didn’t hear what Belmaya had said. 

‘Now a son or a daughter, it’s only Sadhana for me. Sadhana will 
take care of me when I get older, won’t you darling ?’ Radhika asked 
Sadhana. Sadhana looked up. “Yes,’ she smiled. She murmured that her 
Subhadra aunt and Champa hadn’t yet come. She stood up and went 
down. ‘I am relieved as I have two sons. They’ll have jobs after they 
finish their studies. I will not have to go for washing clothes. They’ll 
earn for the house and I’ll stay happily, Radhika,’ Belmaya said as she 
stood up. From the place she was seated for a long time. 

‘OK,’ Radhika said. 

‘Radhika, I was buying vegetables at Janabahal a few days ago. 
Vegetables there are cheaper than at Asan. That Somlal came to talk 
to me saying “Hey, bucked teeth.” I feel very angry when anyone says 
that. He calls me because my teeth do not fit perfectly. I didn’t even 
look at him but she stopped my way saying “I’ll take you to Delhi and 
put you to work in a hotel; they’ll pay you well; come with me.” I told 
him I wouldn’t go. How can I tell this to my sons ? I didn’t tell them. 
Wouldn’t they get angry?’ Belmaya said. 

‘You shouldn’t be telling those things to your sons. You did good 
not telling them,’ Radhika said. 
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‘Do you know something? That Somlal tries to get closer with 
Shanta. Shanta told me. She cannot keep things to herself,’ Belmaya 
said slowly. Then she laughed. 

‘I don’t want to listen to these kinds of things, Belmaya,’ Radhika 

said. 


Sadhana came up with Champa. Sadhana went down saying, ‘I’ll 
call Subhadra aunt too.’ Champa was Sadhana’s best friend. Champa’s 
complexion was dark, her lips were big; she looked healthy; she had 
make-up on her face and wore jeans and t-shirt. She was two years 
elder than Sadhana. 

‘I smell yomari. I’m hungry. I want to eat,’ Champa said as she 
looked at the steamer. 

‘The yomarh are already ready to eat. Why are you late?’ Radhika 
asked as she smiled. 

‘I was waiting for my mother. She was working at Somlal’s house. 
She was late. There is always so much work to do there; what type of 
house is that? Mother told me not to leave until she arrived, and she 
came back late,’ Champa said throwing up her hands in the air. Belmaya 
laughed as she listened to Champa. She gestured towards Radhika. 
At this moment, Subhadra, the neighbor, came up saying, “I’ve come 
for yomaris .” Subhadra brought a small flowerpot. Subhadra gave it to 
Sadhana saying, “Happy Birthday!” Everyone looked at the flowerpot. 
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CHAPTER 



Somlal had a white four-storey house with a garden at the front 
and a big backyard. On one side was a garage with a black car. The 
other side had a covered well with a hand pump. There were two big 
water tanks, one of which had a tap. There were four earthen and two 
plastic laundry tubs, two buckets and two mugs at the corner. There 
were also three laundry lines. There was a big kitchen garden next to 
the backyard. 

Radhika had her lunch early today and went to Somlal’s house to 
wash clothes. She went there after a year. She pressed a bell on the big 
iron gate. A servant boy came to open the gate. She had never seen him 
before. It was time for Shanta, the cook, to come. He closed the gate 
but did not lock it. 

Radhika looked at the garden. No flowers were blooming as 
before. There were a poinsettia plant at a corner and two rose plants 
near it. She didn’t enter the house through the main door. She went 
along the path to the backyard. She looked at the kitchen garden 
that had no vegetables growing. The state of the garden and kitchen 



garden was similar. She went near to look at it; it was not sown with 
vegetables. There was a squash plant climbing on the wall. Maybe they 
did not sow vegetables in the kitchen garden this year. She used to 
enjoy to look at cauliflowers and cabbages growing last year. She had 
no idea why they didn’t plant any vegetables this year. The gardener 
would also sow the vegetables. He looked after everything. She had 
to water the plants, weed and pick out insects sometimes. She could 
never go home early even after she had finished washing the clothes. 
She thought if the gardener had stopped coming. It had been a year 
she hadn’t been here. She didn’t want to come but she had no choice as 
Somlal had called her again. She again thought why the gardener was 
not here. Did he quit the job.? 

‘Radhika, come up to take the clothes,’ Ranjana shouted looking 
down from the window. 

She looked up. She saw Ranjana at the window. She was about to 
go upstairs without saying anything when her eyes fell on the garage. 
She was surprised to see a car parked there. She feared Somlal was 
home. She would feel so relieved when his car wasn’t there. But the car 
was there today. She remembered that the car would be there when he 
went out of the country. She was disappointed to see it. She went up to 
collect the laundry. She saw a big box. She wondered what it could be. 
She had never seen it before. It seemed like a refrigerator. She thought 
it could be a washing machine. Then she went to the kitchen. She saw 
the boy cutting vegetables. 

‘Hey Radhika, where are you?’ Ranjana screamed from upstairs. 

Radhika rushed upstairs. A huge bundle of clothes was there 
outside her room. 

‘It’s a long time since you came. I had to send someone to call you. 
You said you wouldn’t come for three months. It’s been a whole year 
now,’ Ranjana said. 
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‘I heard Belmaya came here. So I did not come,’ Radhika said 
politely. 

‘Oh, don’t take Belmaya’s name. We kept her for three months 
in your place. But when you didn’t come even after three months, 
we had to hire her. She doesn’t wash clothes properly. She uses four 
soaps, one packet of washing powder and a whole tank of water for 
this much bundle of clothes. I think she just soaks the white blanket 
cover without washing it and hangs it up for drying without rinsing. 
She moves her hands while washing as if her hands were paralyzed,’ 
Ranjana said moving her hands angrily. 

Ranjana had a habit of moving her hands while speaking. Radhika 
quietly listened to her. She didn’t have the habit of replying back to 
others. But she felt bad hearing such things about her friend, Belmaya. 
She collected the bundle of clothes and went to the backyard where 
she washed clothes. She took the washing tubs serially and filled water 
in two tubs. She started sorting out the clothes for washing. She took 
out two soaps and a pack of washing powder. 

‘There are not many clothes today. I thought she would make 
me wash the clothes which Belmaya didn’t wash last time. I wonder 
where those clothes are. Maybe she washed it in the machine,’ Radhika 
said to herself. She was relieved that Somlal wouldn’t come to talk to 
her because Ranjana was home. She came to give a smaller bundle of 
clothes. 

‘These are only my clothes. Wash the blouses first and put them in 
the shade to dry. Belmaya damaged six of my blouses by drying them 
in the direct sunlight. Are you listening? Don’t soak these blouses for 
a long time. Stop washing that shirt; wash these blouses first,’ Ranjana 
said as she moved her hands. 
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‘Okay,’ Radhika said as she stopped washing the shirt. She poured 
water and put some washing powder in another tub. She undid the 
bundle of clothes Ranjana gave her. There were six petticoats, six 
blouses, six bras and six panties. She washed all the six blouses one 
by one, then hung them to dry in the shade. Ranjana stood there 
watching. 

‘Very good. Don’t waste soaps and powder like Belmaya. I know 
you won’t waste much. But still I’m telling you. This washing powder 
is better; you need to use it only a little. Belmaya used to pour all as 
soon as she opened the packet. She never listens to me,’ Ranjana again 
started telling bad things about Belmaya. Radhika kept quiet and 
listened. Ranjana seemed to remember something and ran inside. She 
bought out a plastic bag of pieces of cloth. 

‘I used these during my periods. I almost forgot to give it. Wash it 
last,’ Ranjana said as she placed the plastic bag near Radhika. Then she 
went inside hurriedly. 

She felt bad as she was made to wash filthy cloth. She again washed 
the shirt. It seemed two soaps wouldn’t be enough but she didn’t have 
the courage to ask for more. She decided to ask later if needed. After 
washing the shirts and vests, she kept the six petticoats, six bras and six 
panties into the tub. Where’s the sari? Maybe Ranjana had given it for 
dry cleaning and she couldn’t wash the French chiffon sari at home. 
She filled the buckets with water. 

Suddenly Radhika was startled when something fell on her. She 
stopped washing the clothes and looked up. She saw Somlal laughing 
from the window. She was surprised to see him. She didn’t say anything. 
She tolerated it like every time. 

‘Radhika, why did you come alone? Why didn’t you bring my 
Sadhana?’ Somlal asked laughing. 
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Radhika didn’t say anything. 

‘Look Radhika, my wife forgot to bring it. Open the bag and see,’ 
Somlal said in a low voice. 

Radhika looked at the door. She saw nobody. She opened the bag 
that was thrown down from the window. She felt sick when she saw six 
underwear in the bag. Somlal laughed when she looked up. She didn’t 
speak a word and just tolerated. Her eyes again went up to the window. 
Somlal was still at the window smiling. She checked the pockets of the 
four pants one by one before putting them in the water. She had once 
found a 500 rupee note in one of pockets and given it to Ranjana. 

‘Wait, wait, there might be money in the pocket. Maybe a diamond 
ring or important papers. Or there might even be a love letter for you. 
Do you know what a love letter means ? Maybe you don’t know, wait.’ 
Somlal said. 

He came down and stood in front of her. She looked at him. He 
had bloodshot eyes, un-groomed moustache, big face, grey hair, dirty 
teeth, big lips and a big belly. 

‘I know you won’t take any of my money from the pockets. You 
are an honest woman,’ Somlal said winking. 

She found a hundred rupee note in one pocket of pants. She 
checked the other pockets too. Nothing else was found. She handed 
over the note to Somlal. 

‘That is for you Radhika,’ Somlal said without taking it. 

She felt uncomfortable. She looked down. She placed the hundred 
rupee note on the ground near Somlal’s feet. 

‘Take this note. From now on, whatever you find from my 
pockets is yours. I’ll keep a thousand rupee note next time,’ Somlal 


231 Sankalpa 



said laughing. 

Radhika felt miserable. She didn’t say anything. She sat down and 
washed the pants. She wished Ranjana would come soon. But where 
was Ranjana? Even her voice was not heard. If she was in the kitchen, 
she would have been looking after Radhika’s work at times. Where was 
she? Somlal harassed her in absence of his wife but he acted decent in 
her presence. 

Ranjana came out after taking a bath. Somlal all of a sudden picked 
the note Radhika had kept on the ground as soon as he saw Ranjana. 
Then he pretended looking at the garden. 

‘Where did our elder son go?’ Ranjana asked drying her wet hair 
with the towel. 

‘He said he had a meeting in his college for his culture program. 
He won’t come for lunch,’ Somlal said and looked at Radhika. He 
turned around from the garden and went in. 

‘Hey Hem. Bring a stool for me,’ Ranjana said loudly. 

The boy bought a stool for her. She sat on the stool. 

‘Have you cut the vegetables?’ Ranjana asked. 

‘Yes’ 

‘What did you cut?’ 

‘Cauliflowers, potatoes, tomatoes and onions.’ 

‘Have you cut the meat ?’ 

‘I don’t know where the meat is.’ 

‘You’ll see if you have eyes. Look at the upper cabinet in the 
refrigerator; isn’t it there’ 

‘Okay, I’ll go and see,’ Hem said looking at Ranjana. 
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‘Where is Shanta. She hasn’t come yet. She came late yesterday 
too. Now you grind the coriander and make some pickle. Squeeze a 
lemon in it. The lemon is in the refrigerator too. What are you looking 
at? Go.’ Ranjana shouted. 

He went inside. 

Shanta came in through the iron gate. She was perspiring as she 
had run. She was breathing heavily. She wiped out the sweat with her 
sari and greeted Radhika. When Ranjana looked at her angrily with 
anger, she quietly slipped into the kitchen. 

‘I was saying that Belmaya doesn’t wash clothes properly, but this 
Shanta also doesn't wash that well either. She doesn’t rinse the clothes 
properly. When Belmaya didn’t come to wash the clothes for so long, 
I made Shanta wash them. I had to change my gown in the middle of 
the night as my body was itching all over. My son had to change his 
vest too because his body was itching too. You’ve been washing clothes 
here for so long. We’ve never had that kind of problem. Your washing 
is best, Radhika. That’s why I sent for you,’ Ranjana said. Radhika 
listened to her as she always did. 

‘Shanta is good for working in the kitchen; she doesn’t know 
how to wash clothes. I bought a washing machine a month ago when 
my younger sister forced me to buy. I was in a dilemma whether to 
buy it or not. Belmaya started jumping when she saw the machine. 
She wanted to wash the clothes in it. I taught her to use the washing 
machine. I told her to hand-wash to collars of the shirts and the hem 
of my petticoats before washing them in the machine. She is too lazy 
to wash even the collars. She put all the clothes into the machine. 
Then the collars and petticoats were not clean. You know what she 
did once. She put a blanket into it. She is so dumb not to know that 
one shouldn’t be washing a big blanket in the washing machine. She 
damaged the new machine. My sister had told that the machine could 
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wash only thin and small blankets. Then I didn’t let her even touch 
the machine. I told her to do hand-wash all the clothes after that. She 
damaged the thirty thousand machine at once. I was so irritated I told 
her not to come. She was yelling at me when I didn’t pay her for her 
work for three times. Why should I pay her after she damaged my 
thirty thousand machine?’ Ranjana said angrily. 

Radhika knew now why Belmaya was not paid for her work. 
She had told her that she would take the money anyhow. But she 
hadn’t told about damaging the machine. She couldn’t figure out why 
Belmaya didn’t tell her. Did she damage it or not? Or maybe Ranjana 
did it and blamed Belmaya. She couldn’t say anything. She hadn’t seen 
anything. 

‘Radhika, how old is your daughter now ?’ Ranjana asked. 

‘She’s 12 years old.’ Radhika said looking at Ranjana. 

‘I’ve my sons’ old t-shirts and pants. They will fit her. The wardrobe 
is packed with old clothes. Your daughter might not have clothes to 
wear,’ Ranjana said. 

Radhika was disheartened after listening to Ranjana. Boys’ 
clothes. Those too old. She didn’t know if it would fit Sadhana. She 
hesitated to refuse them. What must she say? 

‘Sadhana doesn’t wear t-shirts. She doesn’t even wear pants. I don’t 
need them. You can give it to someone else,’ Radhika said politely. 

‘Then what type of clothes does your daughter wear?’ Ranjana 
said angrily. 

Radhika knew that both the husband and wife got angry quickly. 

‘Sadhana wears only kurtas.’ Radhika said. 
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‘Your daughter doesn’t wear pants in the world of new fashion? 
Then I’ll give everything to Shanta. Her daughter Champa will wear,’ 
Ranjana said stroking her hair. 

Ranjana’s mobile phone rang. She took out her mobile from her 
maxi pocket and spoke. She stood up talking on the phone. She spoke 
while she walked around. 

‘Alright, I haven’t eaten lunch. I’ll come after lunch,’ she said as she 
went inside. 

It was one o’clock in the afternoon. Somlal went to the backyard 
wearing a suit, tie and black sun-glasses. He looked at Radhika who 
was bending down and washing clothes. She saw him looking at her. 
She couldn’t pull her sari over her blouse at once. She stood up. She 
turned around and hung the clothes on the laundry line. 

Somlal rushed to the garage as soon as he heard Ranjana’s voice. 
He drove off. 

Radhika felt relieved as she saw Somlal leave. Ranjana came to the 
backyard with make-up on her face. She had put on white powder on 
her darkish face. She had thick liner applied to her small eyes. She had 
also put on maroon lipstick on her big lips. She had shoulder-length 
hair. She was forty years old. She didn’t have grey hair; her hair was 
black and shiny. She was short and looked healthy. She had worn a 
maroon French chiffon sari, same-colored blouse and shoes. She had a 
bag of the same color. 

Ranjana used to check the clothes after Radhika had hung the 
clothes on the lines. Ranjana couldn’t stop herself from checking the 
clothes even if she was clad to go out. She turned back to check the 
collars, blanket cover and petticoats. 

‘They are clean. I can only trust you for washing clothes, Radhika. 
I don’t think I’ll be able to find someone who’ll wash clothes as you 
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do. What will I do when you get old and can’t wash clothes? I’ll have 
to wash in the machine. The color of clothes fade and they wear off if 
you they wash in the machine. Maybe I don’t have the habit of washing 
clothes. My fingers ache even when I wash bras and panties,’ Ranjana 
said laughing. 

Radhika smiled listening to Ranjana. She hung the clothes on the 
line. Hem came out with a bag. Shanta also came out wiping her hands. 

‘Have you finished your work?’ Ranjana asked. 

‘Yes, I’ve finished, madam,’ Shanta. 

‘I don’t have time to give you tea today. We need to go out, it’s late,’ 
Ranjana said hurriedly. 

‘Madam, what about the clothes which I just hung?’ Radhika 
asked. 

‘It won’t rain. Hem will collect the clothes in the evening. I’m 
getting late. You may go.’ Ranjana said and again went in. 

‘There is work at Bishakha’s house tomorrow. I’ve called Belmaya 
in the afternoon. Shanta, you can come too if you have time,’ Radhika 
said to Shanta. 

‘Okay, okay. I have to go somewhere else now,’ Shanta said 
hurriedly. 

They went out of the iron gate. They parted. 

Radhika’s clothes had not dried yet after having washed the bundle 
of clothes today. She suddenly remembered Sadhana. She had said that 
she would be waiting for her at the Gorkhanath temple in Maru. She 
remembered that she had to buy potatoes, onions and rice. She walked 
briskly. 
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CHAPTER 



Namo tassa bbagaivato arahato sammd sambudhassa 

Bishakha chanted remembering the Buddha just as in a vihara. 

Sadhana and Utpala were sitting with Bishakha trying to repeat 
the chant as much as they could. 

Bishakha explained the meaning of the prayer that the Buddha 
was the one who attained enlightenment and who led the humankind 
to attain the enlightenment. 

Radhika was washing clothes. Belmaya was weaving leaf-bowls 
from leaves. Shanta was cleaning bronze butter lamps. Bishakha’s 
mother was making cotton wicks. 

‘Champa has not yet come. Won’t she come?’ Bishakha asked 
Shanta. 

‘She told me she had to visit a friend. Maybe she won’t come,’ 
Shanta said putting the puja plate away to dry. 



‘Champa came to the vihara this morning and attended the 
Buddha puja. I asked her to come over this afternoon and I also told 
her I would explain more about Sila. She hasn’t come yet,’ Bishakha 
said looking at the watch. 

Shanta didn’t say anything about her daughter, Champa. She 
continued cleaning the butter lamps. 

Utpala said, ‘When did you start going to the vihara, Bishakha?’ 

Bishakha said, ‘Since my childhood. I first went to the vihara with 
my grandmother, my father’s mother. I used to go to the vihara holding 
her hand even when I was younger than you. I had to go to school too; 
I couldn’t go every day. I used to go on Saturdays and full moons and 
whenever there were programs. I used to listen to the sermons given 
by monks and nuns.’ 

Looking at Bishakha and Utpala, Bishakha’s mother observed, ‘I 
didn’t go to the vihara like my mother-in-law. She can narrate stories 
of the Buddha and can read books, too. She knows a lot of things. 
I gave birth to a daughter after two sons. As soon as my mother-in- 
law saw her she named her granddaughter Bishakha. I liked the name 
too. I came to know later about the significance of name, Bishakha. 
There was a woman named Bishakha who was generous and Eveready 
to donate during the time of the Buddha. After six years, my brother 
had a daughter too. My mother-in-law named her Utpala. Utpala was 
one of the leading nuns in the monastery in the Buddha’s time.’ 

Bishakha, Utpala and the others smiled listening to her. At this 
moment, Utpala’s mother came. She had come late as she had gone for 
some other work. She went to Bishakha’s mother and bowed down to 
her. 
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‘May all your wishes be fulfilled,’ Bishakha’s mother said and she 
stopped making the wicks. She spoke something with Bishakha and 
went downstairs with Utpala’s mother. 

Looking at Radhika, Belmaya and Shanta, Bishakha said, ‘Now 
I’ll tell you something about the first part of Buddha’s teachings. 
Radhika, Belmaya and Shanta! You haven’t been to the vihara even 
once, have you?’ 

‘No, we haven’t.,’ said they in one voice. 

‘Then you must listen. If you don’t understand, ask me,’ Bishakha 
said looking at three of them. 

‘Okay,’ they said. Sadhana and Utpala were ready to listen. 

‘Namo tassa bhagawato arahato samma sambudhassa!’ Bishakha 
recited once more to make them attentive. 

Bishakha said, ‘First of all, we say this prayer. We are praying to 
the Buddha. Triratna means Buddha, Dharma and Sangha. Buddham 
Saranam Gachhami means that we take refuge in the Buddha; we 
take refuge in the Dharma; and we take refuge in the Sangha. Do you 
understand?’ 

Utpala said ‘Yes.’ Sadhana seemed to understand only a little. 
The other three kept quiet as they didn’t understand. They continued 
their work without saying anything. Bishakha thought they weren’t 
interested. But she didn’t say anything to them and looked at Sadhana 
and Utpala. 

‘Now I’ll tell you about Panca-slla. It means five precepts for living 
a good life. Panca means five and sila a principle. The five precepts are: 

Do not destroy life. 

Do not steal. 
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Do not commit sexual misconduct. 

Do not lie. 

Do not take intoxicating drinks.’ 

‘Sister, I thought sila meant rules,’ Utpala spoke out her thoughts. 

‘No, Utpala, sila and rules are different. Sila is a principle as I’ve 
told you, unlike a rule. Sila provides one with freedom but rules don’t. 
Let me give an example. When one promises not to kill any beings, 
he or she is promising not commit any kind of violence. It also means 
non-violence. The Buddha propounded non-violence as a principle 
of life. He didn’t consider it a rule for everyone. Furthermore, non¬ 
violence also means not to commit violence,’ Bishakha explained. 

Sadhana and Utpala listened attentively. The other three didn’t 
care. Shanta chatted with Belmaya about the damaged and dried leaves 
for weaving. Radhika was washing the clothes. 

Utpala’s mother came to the terrace, still talking with Bishakha’s 
mother. They sat on the stools there. Bishakha’s mother gave Sadhana 
the pack of wicks for packing. 

Bishaka said to Utpala’s mother, ‘Auntie, you told me on the 
phone that you were thinking of sending Utpala to the vihara for three 
days as rhisini; you are not going to have the barah rituals at home. 
Please don’t do that. Sending her to the vihara for three days is good 
for learning the Buddha’s teachings. I’ve already explained it to her.’ 

‘Having barah at home is difficult. Nowadays everyone prefers 
rhisini to barah. Have you reserved a place for Utpala?’ she said. 

‘Yes, I have. I also took Utpala to the vihara. You can send her to 
the vihara in Mangsir and barah for her in Magh at home. Barah is an 
important ritual for every Newar girl.’ Bishakha said smiling. 
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‘Yes, Bishakha, you’re studying culture. I knew you would say that. 
But I thought of doing this in an easy way,’ her aunt replied smiling. 

Bishakha spoke out her thoughts, ‘Nowadays, traditions have 
shifted from observing barah for twelve days at our home to sending 
children to the vihara for three days. When they bring their daughters 
home from the vihara after three days they are dressed up like brides 
and made to worship the sun god. They host a party either home or at 
a party place. What type of this new tradition is ? I don’t like it at all,’ 

Bishakha observed, ‘ The parents make their children young brides 
even if the nuns strongly object it. I don’t know how we will get rid of 
this new mix-up tradition? I just want to tell them that even if they 
keep their children at the vihara, they must observe barah at home too. 
We, the Newars, must not give up our tradition.’ 

‘You have a room for barah. Send Utpala to vihara in Mangsir and 
barah during Magh as Bishakha has said,’ Bishakha’s mother said. 

‘If we give up the barah tradition our tradition will die out. We 
must follow it to keep our culture and traditions alive,’ Bishakha said 
looking towards her aunt. 

Utpala’s mother smiled. 

‘I had Champa’s barah in my relative’s house along with her 
daughter, even if it was just four days,’ Shanta said. 

‘Can we do that?’ Belmaya asked. 

‘Yes, in our times, those who didn’t have a room for barah in 
their house would send their daughters to their relatives who had it,’ 
Bishakha’s mother said. 

‘Auntie, when you have Utpala’s barah just block all the sunshine 
in the room; but the room should be ventilated. There is a washroom 
near the room. A chamber pot is not required as in those days,’ 
Bishakha said. 
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Everyone laughed listening to Bishakha. 

‘Okay, then Utpala will undergo barah at home like you have said,’ 
Utpala’s mother said and smiled. 

Bishakha’s sister-in-law came out of the kitchen to the terrace. She 
served tiffin and tea to all of them. Sadhana washed all the tiffin plates 
and kept them at a corner to dry. 

‘Isn’t Sadhana also going for barah? ‘Bishakha asked Radhika. 

‘Yes, she is but I am not sure. We are tenants. I need to ask the 
landlord. I don’t know what he’ll say,’ Radhika said feeling rather 
uneasy. 

‘The first floor is vacant, isn’t it? If the landlord would let you use 
it, let’s Sadhana undergo barah this Magh. I will help you,’ Bishakha 
said. 


‘Say okay, Radhika,’ both Belmaya and Shanta said. 

Radhika said ‘Okay.’ Sadhana was smiling. 

At that moment Bishakha’s mother, Utpala’s mother and Utpala 
came out from the kitchen. 

‘Fix a date for barah’ Bishakha’s mother said. 

‘Okay, I’ll consult an astrologer tomorrow for auspicious date,’ 
Utpala’s mother said. 

‘Auntie, please all of you come the day after tomorrow,’ Bishakha 

said. 


‘What do we need to do for Utpala’s barah? All I remember is how 
to make dhau baji (curd and beaten rice),’ Utpala’s mother said as she 
was about to leave. 
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Sadhana and Radhika looked at Bishakha’s mother and listened 
to her. 

Bishakha’s mother explained, ‘On the auspicious day for barah, 
bathe daughters and dress them in clean clothes. On the auspicious 
hour, give saga to them and feed dhau baji to them. Send them to the 
room. Make a small cotton dolls supposed to be barah goblins and put 
them in the niche on the room wall of a room. Make paper stars, the 
moon and the sun and paste it on the wall. On the first day, the cotton 
goblins should be worshipped by the eldest in the house. On the fourth 
or sixth day, there is a tradition of giving kocbika (mixture of powder 
made of different cereals and oil) to the girl. The goblins should be 
treated with four types of delicious delicacies. The girl shouldn’t be 
given salt till the kochika day. Relatives should come to feed the girl 
different food items. On the twelfth day, dress her as a bride and bring 
her out. I’ll tell the other procedure the day after tomorrow. Do come 
early.’ 

Utpala and her mother listened attentively and left. Bishakha’s 
mother went to the kitchen. 

Belmaya and Shanta piled up the woven leaf plates. Radhika 
collected the dries clothes. Sadhana broomed the terrace floor. 
She filled the watering can and watered flower pots with blooming 
beautiful flowers. 

Bishakha checked the list of her friends in her diary. She dialed 
numbers to invite them to receive the prasad; religious offerings of sat- 
puja going to be held the day after tomorrow. 
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The fourth day of Sadhanas barah. Radhika got up early and 
cleaned the house. She gave kwdcbikd (home-made face wash powder) 
to Sadhana. She worshipped the cotton made barah khaya (goblin). 
She worshipped the paper sun and moon too. She offered a feast 
including dish of potato delicacy, spinach, beans and radish. 

Radhika remembered her barah when she was 11 years old. She 
remembered her grandmother had come to feed her with curd and 
beaten rice. If her mother was alive, she would have come to feed it to 
Sadhana including various snacks. She took out a sari and a blouse. She 
arranged a mirror, comb, powder, mascara on the window bay. She also 
put out a pair of anklets with bells. 

‘Keep the anklets there, mother,’ Sadhana said as she was doing a 
make-up. 

Saturday afternoon. Sadhanas friends - Champa and Ramana 
- came. They played yekddbdld (game played by girls throwing five 
pebbles). Belmaya and Subhadra came, and so did Bishakha and 
Utpala. 



Bishakha gave a big bag to Radhika. 

‘Go to the barah room to play with your friends,’ Radhika said as 
she went upstairs. 

Bishakha and Utpala went into the barah room and sat on the 
window bay. 

Radhika told her husband, Balram, about Bishakha’s gift of snacks 
and took out of the bag: popcorns, peanuts, peas, fruits, sweets and a 
stack of paper plates. She put some snacks on a paper plate to offer to 
the barah goblin. She took the plate to Sadhana. Bishakha took some 
snacks from the plate and fed it to Sadhana. 

‘It’s time for snacks,’ Sadhana said and started eating the snacks. 

‘I’ll bring the snacks for everyone soon,’ Radhika said. 

‘Okay,’ Bishakha said and gave another bag to Radhika. 

‘What is this?’ Radhika said curiously. 

‘I brought some kwa just in case it runs out. I see everyone here 
likes it,’ Bishakha said as she looked at everyone. 

‘Yes, I would love to wash my face with kwa everyday only if I 
could. Not only me but my grandmother loved it too. I remember my 
grandmother using it when she had to go somewhere or if there were 
special occasions in the house. I remember she used hot iron rods to 
curl her hair,’ Subhadra said and laughed. 

‘I’ll tell you one thing. The tradition of using kwa for washing 
faces goes back to ages. Having a facial in the beauty parlor and using 
kwa is the same thing. So it is a traditional facial. We all have heard 
the story of Parvati using kwa in the early era,’ Bishakha told about the 
importance of kwa. 
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They finished the facial with kwa. Bishakha made some gojas 
from the remaining kwa. 

‘These gojas are called kwadyo. The kwadyo, yekadhala pebbles, 
cotton goblins and the offerings must be all collected and thrown 
in the Bishnumati river on the day after the barah rituals are over,’ 
Bishakha said looking at Radhika. 

‘Okay, I know,’ Radhika said as she left the room. 

Subhadra was very pleased listening to young Bishakha. She 
wanted to listen to her more. 

‘Bishakha, how do you know all these things ?’ Subhadra said. 

‘I have to study culture inB.A. courses. Culture is a living tradition. 
It tells us about people’s languages, lifestyles, rituals, religions, festivals 
and all others,’ Bishakha explained. 

Subhadra, Sadhana and Utpal listened to her. Belmaya was 
chatting with Champa. 

‘I have a keen interest in Buddhism since my childhood too. I 
am going to do graduation in Buddhist studies and cultural studies,’ 
Bishakha said. 

Radhika came into the room with the snacks on paper plates for 
everyone. 

Bishakha stood up to leave after the snacks. ‘Please stay a little. 
Go after we see Champa’s dance,’ Sadhana insisted. Bishakha sat down. 

Ramana put on a jacket and cap for a role of boy. She drew a 
moustache with the eyebrow pencil. Everyone laughed looking at 
Ramana. 

‘Champa and Ramana know how to dance,’ Sadhana said. 
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‘Really, Champa? Ramana?’ Bishakha asked both of them. 

‘Yes, Bishakha, I’ll be an actress,’ Champa said as she wore the bell 
anklets. 

‘I don’t want to be an actress even if I know how to dance. I’ll be a 
nurse,’ Ramana said as she adjusted the cap. 

‘One actress and one nurse. Congratulations to you both! Let’s see 
your dance now,’ Bishakha said. 

Utpala went to sit next to Bishakha on the window bay. Radhika, 
Belmaya and Sadhana sat down too. Champa and Ramana wore one 
bell anklets. Radhika gave a sari to Champa and insisted her to wear it. 

‘You have only one pair of bell anklet?’ Champa asked. 

‘Yes, Champa. I couldn’t find two,’ Bishakha said. 

‘It would have been wonderful if I could have worn the anklets on 
both my feet,’ Champa said as she looked down to her foot with the 
anklet. 

Then she put powder on her face. She put thick liner on her eyes. 
She applied red lipstick on her lips. Utpala looked at Champa with 
astonishment. Champa wore the sari at once. She put a towel under 
her sweater on her chest. Everyone laughed. Champa and Ramana 
were ready to perform. They danced with a Newa song. Everyone 
clapped. Sadhana and Utpala didn’t move saying that they didn’t know 
how to dance. 

Subhadra wanted to listen to Bishakha about barah rituals instead 
of watching the dance. Radhika went out of the room to fetch tea. 

‘I don’t know when I’ll meet you again. Why do we observe barah? 
I want to know more about it. Please tell me,’ Subhadra said. 
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Champa was busy chatting with Ramana. Belmaya couldn’t stay 
silent. She wanted to tell her thoughts. 

‘Look, even I don’t know why we observe barah. I remember when 
I was on barah in my village. I remember dancing in Radhika’s barah. 
But I don’t know why it observed. I only know barah is observed after 
ihi. I don’t know anything else. And on top of that I have two sons; I 
have no daughters. So I don’t have to worry about any rituals of barah. 
I had both my sons’ heads shaved. Then I took them to the Ganesh 
temple to worship. I didn’t fulfil all the rituals of ketapuja. I don’t like 
complicated rituals,’ Belmaya said moving her hands. 

‘How can you call the rituals complicated?’ Subhadra asked in 
surprise. 

‘I find it really difficult. I don’t want to do anything,’ Belmaya said. 

‘You shouldn’t be that lazy,’ Subhadra said. 

‘I am really a lazy person,’ Belmaya said and laughed. 

‘I have a daughter too. She’ll be 10 years old soon. I did ihi rituals 
when she was 9.1 will follow all the barah rituals when she turns 11.1 
have two sisters-in-law. They had their daughters in the vihara for three 
days without keeping barah. I don’t like doing that. The ritual of twelve- 
day barah is an old tradition. So, I’ll have the barah for my daughter. 
When one of my sisters-in-law asked me why barah is important, I 
couldn’t answer her. I would have answered only if I knew. Please tell 
me,’ Subhadra insisted. 

‘I thank you for your interest in the barah rituals for your daughter. 
I am glad you want the barah rituals. I’ll tell you in short. Do you know 
why we need to paste the barah cotton goblins on the wall?’ Bishakha 
asked. 
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‘I don’t know,’ Subhadra said as she looked at the cotton goblin. 

‘Does anybody know? Bishakha asked. Nobody knew. 

Meanwhile Radhika entered the room with a tea thermos flask 
and cups. She served tea for everyone. 

After tea, Champa again stood to dance. Sadhana stopped her. 
Champa stopped and sat down unhappily. But she made a rhythmic 
movement of her legs. 

‘Champa seems to love the anklets,’ Ramana said laughing. 

‘I have to be an actress in the future. That’s why I want to dance 
with the anklets. Don’t you even know that?’ Champa said. 

‘Champa, you dance so beautifully. You have already become an 
actress,’ Bishakha said and laughed. 

Champa was delighted. She again moved her legs. Everyone 
laughed. Subhadra was eager to listen to Bishakha about barah rituals. 
She insisted Bishakha again. 

‘I’ll tell you as much as I know. The cotton goblins are pasted on 
the wall in the niche there. Cotton goblin is a representative of nasa: 
dyo or god of music. It is a source of charisma and adorability. It is 
believed that the barahkhya protects a girl in the barah room. The 
eldest woman in the house must worship it on the first day of barah. 
The images of moon and sun near the barah khya represent gods 
and goddesses of the universe in the room so the girl does not know 
whether it is day or night during the barah period as she is kept in the 
room with all the windows closed and curtains drawn,’ Bishakha said 
looking at Subhadra. 

‘Then why do we need to keep barah for girls?’ Subhadra asked 
again. 
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‘I know we need to keep barah to eat snacks, wash our faces with 
kwa be fair, play yekadhalaa, have a make-up, to wear bell anklets and 
dance,’ Champa said as she moved her leg with the anklet. 

Everyone laughed listening to her. She stood up, sang a song 
and dance again. Ramana clapped. Everyone else laughed. Bishakha 
praised Champa for her musical talent. 

‘Just as Champa said the barah means playing yekadhala, having 
make-up, and dancing with anklets. But I say it is not only that much. 
The major concept of barah, according to our tradition, is that after 
a girl child has completed the ihi rituals, she must be kept in a room 
for twelve days before puberty and her periods begin. There is a great 
importance for girls in the Newa community. Character means good 
manner and habit. When they are kept for twelve days in a room 
and the worship the barah khya it signifies that they are no longer 
children; they have grown up young ladies. From then, the girls will 
have periods. After they have periods, they mustn’t fool around like 
children, they must be careful about their eating habits, they mustn’t 
go out after dusk alone, they mustn’t mix and fool around with boys, 
they must maintain their good habits. This means that they must 
maintain themselves. It is to teach them good habits and manners, 
’Bishakha explained as she looked at everyone. 

Sadhana, Ramana, Utpala and Subhadra listened to Bishakha 
attentively. Belmaya spoke to Radhika. They didn’t pay much attention. 
Champa was attentive to the bell anklets on her feet only. 
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Sadhana was anxious to see the rising sun and breathe a fresh air 
of the early morning, so she got up earlier and bathed. She wore a silk 
kurta. Her mother manicured toenails and paint ala colored cosmetic 
on them. She opened a bag which Subhadra had brought the day 
before yesterday. She took out a brocade shawl and jewelry. She put 
them on Sadhana. She didn’t like wearing the jewelry, but she made 
her put on a small gold chain on her head, a coral necklace around her 
neck and two silver rings on her fingers. She had had earrings on her 
ears since childhood. 

Champa and Subhadra arrived. 

They covered Sadhana’s face with a towel and brought her out of 
the barah room. Subhadra held her hand and took her to the terrace. 
Champa followed them. Radhika went ahead and prepared the puja 
plate. She removed the towel from Sadhana and told her do namaskar 
to the sun. She also made her worship the sun idol and her look up at 
the sun through her fingers that were formed for that purpose. She 
was made to hold sinhamu (a pot for tika) and jwaldnhdkd (a bronze 



mirror). She was taken to the Ganesh temple at Maru. Bishakha came 
over there. She took a photo of Sadhana with the background of the 
temple. 

‘Sadhana,’ someone called. 

Sadhana turned round. Karan was smiling at her. He came over 
and spoke to her. He looked at her fondly. She had the make-up, the 
jewelry on and was dressed up like a bridge. 

‘Sadhana has had barah and came out for worship Ganesh today,’ 
Radhika said to Karan. 

Bishakha, Subhadra and Champa stared at Karan. Sadhana 
introduced him to them. Karan didn’t look at them but kept looking at 
her. Bishakha gave a smile and left for college. Champa and Subhadra 
also went away. 

‘You didn’t invite me to the barah feast,’ Karan said smiling. 

Sadhana told him it would not be held. Karan said ‘Okay. Never 
mind. I am on the way to college and I’m getting late.’ He took off. 
Sadhana and Radhika went back home. 

Sadhana waited at the door when her mother went upstairs and 
brought the puja plate. Sadhana put the sinhamu and jwalanhaka on 
the puja plate, which she was holding. She did laskas (ritual reception) 
for her. They went in and upstairs. She gave saga and a set of dress to 
her. Her father joined her for a ceremonial meal. 

The following day. Radhika collected the barah goblins including 
all things that were used in the barah room and put them in a basket. 
Radhika carried it and Sadhana held the puja plate, and they left for 
the Bishnumati. 


Sankalpa 146 



Radhika placed the basket down on the bank of the river. She 
floated all the items from t one by one into the river. Sadhana looked 
at the barah goblins floating away. 

They went to worship the Kanga Ajima. They went into the temple 
for worship. They came out and they were surprised to see Somlal. 

Somlal smiled and stood in front of Sadhana. 

‘Oh, Sadhana, it’s been a long time since I saw you. You are grown¬ 
up. You are very beautiful,’ Somlal said as he looked at her from head 
to toe. 

Sadhana felt nervous and scared. 

‘Mother!’ Sadhana called out looking towards the temple. 

‘Why are you calling your mother now? Don’t call her. I heard 
your mother won’t be able to come for work for twelve days due to 
your barah rituals. I wish I could take a picture. But I didn’t bring my 
camera,’ Somlal said looking at her. 

Two other girls who came out of the temple and looked at Sadhana 
and smiled at her. They went away. She was expecting her mother to 
come out the temple soon. 

‘Sadhana, when you were a child, I was going take your picture at 
my house. Do you remember?’ Somlal said with a laugh. 

Sadhana was frightened to hear him Somlal say so. She felt sacred 
to death having a flashback to a past experience at his house. Her 
mouth dried. 

‘Why are you so scared? Don’t be afraid, Sadhana. I would have 
taken a picture of your painted feet today if I had a camera,’ Somlal 
said as he looked at her as if he would eat her up. 
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She was numb with fear. She hung her head down and clutched at 
the basket beside her. 

‘My dear Sadhana, look up once. Why are you looking down? 
You are not a child any more. You can also do household chores now. 
Come to my home with your mother. Come tomorrow once, Sadhana,’ 
Somlal said as he stared at her. 

She could not say anything as she clutched at the basket even 
tighter. 

‘Sadhana, I really like your painted feet. If you come I’ll give you 
this mobile,’ Somlal said while taking out a mobile and showed it to 
her. 


He put back the mobile. She felt giddy and held the pillar of the 
temple. 

‘Do come Sadhana. If you don’t, I will not give you the mobile,’ 
Somlal said as he stared again at Sadhana’s feet. He laughed off. 

When someone came by and greeted him. He kept quiet as if 
nothing had happened. Both he and Somlal went away. 

Radhika came out of the temple. Sadhana wiped off the sweat on 
her face and stood up as soon as she saw her mother. She rushed over 
to her mother. She looked around with fear. She did not see Somlal. 
Her mother was not aware of what had happened to her daughter as 
she was busy worshipping gods and goddesses on the premises of the 
temple. They ran into Bishakha who had come back from Swayambhu. 
They came upon the Ganesh temple there. 

‘Why is this Ganesh temple tilted, Bishakha?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘It is tilted from the day I know,’ Radhika. 
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‘My great grandmother had told me that this Ganesh temple tilted 
in the earthquake of 1990 B.S. My great grandmother was still young 
then. She told me she had just learnt to walk. Let alone my mother and 
me either’, Bishakha said laughing. 

Radhika and Sadhana both laughed listening to Bishakha. After 
worshiping at the tilted Ganesh temple, they went to worship the 
Bhagwati temple a little further. Bishakha showed them three different 
types of trees growing on top of the small temple. 

Sadhana looked up. It seemed the temple was carrying three trees. 
She thought that the temple was magnificent. She hadn’t noticed the 
trees growing on top of the temple even though she had been to the 
Kanga Ajima temple several times. Radhika hadn’t noticed either. She 
looked up at the trees. Bishakha said the names of the trees one by one. 
They went around the Kanga Ajima temple and headed home. 

They saw Shanta hurriedly coming. She was lost in thoughts and 
did not see them. 

‘Oh, Shanta!’ Radhika called out. 

Shanta stopped as she heard someone call her. She turned, smiled 
and came over. 

Are you late ?’ Radhika asked. 

‘Yes, I’m late even today. Now, Ranjana madam will scold me. 
When will you come? You have already finished all the rituals of 
Sadhana’s barah. Ranjana madam was asking after you yesterday,’ 
Shanta said panting. 

‘I’ll come today after lunch,’ Radhika said. 

‘Do come, I’ll tell her you will be coming today. I’m going now,’ 
Shanta said hurriedly. She walked away. 
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‘I see Shanta is always in a hurry. Is it her habit ?’ Bishakha asked. 

‘Yes, she often gets late and then hurries up. She works at three 
places, and she has to hurry,’ Radhika said 

‘Tomorrow we have arranged breakfast at the vihara in the honor 
of my grandmother. Sadhana, come in the morning to help. Bring 
Champa along. Come in the morning so that you can hear the dharma 
teachings,’ Bishakha said while parting away. 
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Sadhana’s wish to study melted away like snow in the sun. She was 
lost in her thoughts. She was in floods of tears. 

She stopped watering the plants in the terrace when she saw 
Bishakha. 

‘Bishakha, I failed in Grade 8,’ Sadhana told as she placed the 
watering can near the plants. 

‘You failed? Then you must study harder next year,’ Bishakha said 
as she sat on the stool nearby. 

‘I cannot study anymore,’ Sadhana said miserably. 

‘Why are you saying that? You mustn’t say like that,’ Bishakha 
consoled her. 

‘My mother went to the eye doctor for her poor eyesight. He 
said she has glaucoma that cannot be operated like cataract. I’ve been 
worried about her poor eyesight. My sick father passed away. So I 
couldn’t study and my exams went bad,’ said Sadhana heavy-heartedly. 



‘You shouldn’t worry, Sadhana. You shouldn’t give up your study 
because you have problems,’ Bishakha calmed her. 

Sadhana cried. She wiped her tears. Belmaya showed up when 
Bishakha was about to say something. 

‘Did you go to the eye doctor for your mother’s check-up?’ 
Belmaya said as soon as she saw Sadhana. 

‘Yes,’ Sadhana said. 

Belmaya sat at a corner and fanned herself with her sari end. 

‘Eye diseases are very risky. Radhika used to say that her eyes got 
blurry sometimes when you were still a child. When I insisted her on 
check-up, she said okay. I don’t know whether she did the check-up or 
not. We talk only when we meet on the street. Is it very serious now?’ 
Belmaya said as she stopped fanning herself. 

‘Not serious. It’ll get better after applying the medicines every day. 
Sadhana, you don’t worry. Go to the doctor often. Don’t stop applying 
the medicines. I’ll pay for the medicines,’ said Bishakha hugging 
Sadhana. 

‘Okay,’ Sadhana said. 

She brought out a bundle of clothes and started doing laundry. 

‘What will we do if something happens to your mother. Sadhana 
had an elder brother but he died too young. If he had not died, he is a 
grown-up boy today,’ Belmaya said fanning herself again. 

‘Please don’t talk about the past,’ Sadhana couldn’t stop herself 
saying to Belmaya. 

‘Even if it is the past, I’m telling the truth. Look, I’m just telling 
that one needs a son. If he is here he would earn and take Radhika to 
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hospital for check-up,’ Belmaya observed. 

‘What happens if Sadhana doesn’t have an elder brother? She is 
earning and taking her mother to hospital,’ Bishakha said. 

‘I’m just saying that Sadhana has to work hard as she doesn’t have 
a brother. It would have been much easier if she has a brother,’ Belmaya 
said rather quietly. 

‘Sons and daughters are the same,’ Bishakha said giving a hard 
look at Belmaya. 

‘Bishakha, sons and daughters are never the same. Parents spend 
money on their daughters’ education. They are married off. When they 
work they give earnings to their husbands. Sons give their earnings to 
their mothers. Both my sons will have work soon. They have said that 
they will give me what they will earn. I will be very happy when they 
give me their earnings,’ Belmaya said proudly. 

‘You cannot say what will happen in the future. It would be better 
if you don’t talk about this, Belmaya,’ Bishakha pleaded with Belmaya. 

Belmaya couldn’t answer her. 

‘I haven’t seen your mother and your sister-in-law today. Where 
are they?’ Belmaya said and stood up. 

‘They’ve gone shopping,’ Bishakha said as she stood up too. 
Sadhana went downstairs. 

Belmaya went into the kitchen to wash the dishes. She cleaned the 
kitchen, the lobby and the stairways. She cleaned all the washrooms on 
each floor too. Sadhana finished washing the clothes and put them to 
laundry line. 

Bishakha brought tea for Sadhana and Belmaya. 
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‘Sadhana, hasn’t it been 45 days your father passed away? Now 
that old Somlal will harass your mother just like me,’ Belmaya said 
finishing her tea. 

Sadhana was taken aback hearing about Somlal. She didn’t want to 
listen to Belmaya. She suddenly stood up and went to the kitchen. She 
helped Bishakha put snacks on plates. She served them to Belmaya, 
Bishakha and herself. 

Belmaya kept on talking about places where she used to work even 
while she was eating. 

‘A woman without a husband is discriminated and looked down 
upon. Jhalakman’s son teases and throws water at me. He must be 20 
years old; that stupid boy. I’ve already crossed 50. Is it ok to tease me 
and play with me by slashing water? He comes quietly from behind 
when I wash the clothes and splash water. My back gets wet. How 
much should I bear? One day when I couldn’t bear it and complained 
to his mother, she scolded me instead. Do you know what she told me. 
I wear clothes show my back and cleavage. Then won’t I get splashed 
with water ? How can she say that ? My fault is my clothes. Her son has 
no fault at all. I took my money in anger and told her that I won’t be 
washing clothes at her place from then on. I used to go once a week for 
Rs. 400 and Rs. 1,600 per month, which was not much. So I didn’t like 
that monkey-faced boy splashing water at me,’ Belmaya said moving 
her hands. 

Sadhana wanted to laugh listening to Belmaya but she kept quiet 
and ate the snacks. Bishakha couldn’t stop laughing. Belmaya couldn’t 
remain silent. She kept on chatting. 

‘Sadhana, your mother tells me she is scared of Somlal. I am not 
scared at all. When he tries to take advantage of me I refused. I cannot 
bear his harassment. He dismissed me from work because I was angry 
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with him for his nasty behavior. I am not like Shanta who tolerates 
whatever he says and does,’ Belmaya said. 

Bishakha and Sadhana looked at each when they heard Shantas 
name. They both remained silent. Belmaya felt that she shouldn’t have 
taken Shantas name. She felt bad and looked at her watch and stood 
to leave. 

Bishakha gave Belmaya her mother’s cotton sari and Rs. 4,000. 
Belmaya was happy with the sari with brown patterns and yellow 
background. She tucked the money inside her blouse. 

‘Sadhana, I know that you are scared of Somlal. Once I saw you 
hide yourself from Somlal when you saw him in the street. When I 
asked you why you hid yourself, you were so frightened that you could 
not speak. Are you afraid of his bloodshot eyes or thick moustache?’ 
Belmaya said and laughed off. 

Sadhana shivered in fear remembering the past event. She couldn’t 
speak. 

‘Did he do anything to you?’ Belmaya asked her. 

Sadhana started sobbing. Belmaya was surprised to see her cry. She 
couldn’t say anything. She feared that Bishakha would say something 
to her. 

‘I should be leaving now,’ Belmaya said and left. 

Bishakha made Sadhana sit on the stool. She sat on another stool. 
She looked at Sadhana crying. She wiped her tears after a while. She 
stopped crying. 

‘When we lived with my uncle, Somlal used come to him. After 
my uncle and his family moved away, he didn’t come. He said that 
Somlal has a hotel in Delhi too. He takes people from here to work in 


551 Sankalpa 



his hotel,’ she told Bishakha. 

‘I’ll bring a magazine,’ Bishakha said and went downstairs. 

Sadhana washed her face, hands and legs. Bishakha came up with 
a magazine. 

‘When we were studying M.A., my friends and I worked hard to 
publish this magazine. It contains Newa culture, customs, festivals, 
religion written by 15 writers,’ Bishakha said turning the pages. 

‘Does this have your article too?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘Yes, I’ve written about the tradition of the tongue-piercing in the 
Bode jatra. A friend of mine in Bode invited me every year to see the 
jatra. I’ll take you along this time. Do you want to come?’ Bishakha 
asked. 

‘Yes,’ Sadhana said. 

Bishakha was reading the magazine. She looked at Sadhana sitting 
quietly. She looked sad. She remembered how Somlal had harassed her. 

She thought of telling it to Bishakha but she hadn’t told it to 
anyone else. 

She did not feel like reading the magazine when Bishakha asked 
her if she wanted to read it. 

Bishakha stood up to go and said that she had some work to do on 
the computer. She was about to leave and Sadhana decided to tell her 
why she was scared of Somlal. 

‘Bishakha, I fear Somlal since my childhood. I fear him a lot,’ 
Sadhana. 

‘Why?’ Bishakha again sat down on the stool. 
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‘He isSadhana stammered. 

‘Belmaya also told that you are very scared of that man. Why are 
you so afraid of him? What did he do to you? Why do you need to 
hide from me ? Tell me now. Nobody is around,’ Bishakha said looking 
around. 

‘He made me stand ...,’ Sadhana said with hesitation. 

‘Tell me clearly Sadhana.’ 

Sadhana closed her eyes and remembered that day again. Her 
heart felt heavier as she remembered. 

‘Tell me Sadhana, why are you silent?’ 

‘My mother washing clothes at Somlal’s house. My father used to 
work as a painter. He would come home late from work so my mother 
took me along to work. I was 8 years then. We used to live in the first 
floor, where I had barah. Karan and his parents used to live on the 
upper floor. The top floor was full of the belongings of the landlord,’ 
Sadhana stopped. 

‘Who Karan?’ Bishaka asked. 

‘The one who we met at Maru Ganesh temple on the last day of 
my barah. I introduced him to you. That’s him.’ 

‘Yes, I know now,’ Bishakha said and smiled. 

‘Kama’s family moved away as the house is too old. It might fall 
down anytime. The landlord told us not to leave and use the whole 
house. We stored away all his belongings to the corner on the top floor 
for our kitchen. We have a terrace for washing the dishes and clothes. 
We also bask in the sun,’ Sadhana said. 

‘You haven’t told why you are so scared of Somlal,’ Bishakha said. 
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Sadhana felt uneasy. She thought how wonderful it would have 
been if only she could forget the event. She slowly unfolded the event 
that tormented her. 

‘When my mother would wash clothes in the backyard of Somlal’s 
house, I would play in the kitchen garden. I used to make a feast from 
the soil, stones, flowers, leaves, stems and grass in the garden. One day 
Ranjana, the wife of Somlal, went out hurriedly with a servant saying 
that she would return soon. My mother was washing clothes. I was 
playing as usual. While playing I happened to open a tap. My trousers 
got wet. She scolded me for playing with the tap. She took off my wet 
trousers to dry on a laundry line. I went to the garden for a flower. 
Ranjana did not want flowers plucked. So I went further to pick up 
the red roses had fallen on the ground. I heard someone call my name 
from behind. When I turned round and saw Somlal was standing 
behind me smiling. He had a camera. I thought he had come to tell me 
off for plucking the roses so I hurriedly said I took it from the ground 
and I didn't pluck it. He looked at my playing items, he didn’t scold 
me. Instead he laughed. He gave me a packet of chocolates. I happily 
took it. I was about to go where mother was washing clothes. He told 
me to wait. He came towards me and opened the packet in my hand. 
He took out a chocolate from it and fed me. He gave back the packet 
to me. The Cadbury chocolate was delicious. I was even happier to see 
more chocolates. 

‘Sadhana, you are so pretty when you’re still a child. Imagine 
how pretty you’ll be when you grow up,’ he said as he took out the 
camera from his pocket. He caressed my right cheek. He kissed it. His 
moustache pricked me. I didn’t like it. He kissed my left cheek also. I 
made faces and stepped back. 

‘Sadhana, I like you. I want to take your picture,’ he said. He 
carried me and put me down on the wall. I was holding the chocolate 
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packet. He coaxed me that he would give me more chocolates. He 
took out the camera. I stood still. He stared at me without taking the 
picture. I covered my cheek lest he would kiss me again. But instead of 
kissing me, he suddenly lifted up my frock. I felt ashamed and tried to 
get my frock down. He didn’t leave my frock, he kept on holding it. He 
laughed and lifted my frock. I was horrified. 

‘Mother’ I called out. He covered my mouth and told me to 
keep quiet. I shouted louder. He got angry. His bloodshot big eyes 
frightened me. I couldn’t shout out for my mother because of fear. 
Then he stopped lifting up my frock. He took out the camera. He 
made me lift my frock with my hand. All of a sudden mother appeared 
there. 

‘What are you doing to my daughter?’ my mother shouted. 

‘I am going to take her picture,’ he said and laughed. 

I was lifting my frock with my left hand. I was holding the 
chocolate packet with my right hand. She started to cry looking at me. 
I let down my frock. She put me down from the wall. She snatched the 
chocolate packet from me and threw it away. 

‘I want to take a picture of my Sadhana,’ Somlal said as he looked 
towards the gate. 

‘You should not harass us because we work at your place and we 
are poor. I bear whatever you say and do to me. Today I will not bear,’ 
my mother said crying. 

Somlal stared at me. I hid behind my mother. I sobbed. 

‘I will not come to wash clothes from tomorrow,’ my mother said 
crying. 

She wiped the tears with sari, and I did with my frock. 
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‘I’ll see how you don’t come. When your husband was in hospital, 
I paid all the bills. Have you forgotten that I paid all the hospital bills ? 
Didn’t you say that you would pay me back by working us? You still 
have to come for 6 more years if you come once a week. You have to 
pay each and every rupee. I will not leave you without you paying my 
money. How can you stay you won’t come to work? I will break both 
your hands,’ Somlal said in anger. 

My mother couldn’t say anything. She cried again loudly. 

‘Stop!’ Somlal shouted. 

There was a sound of opening the gate. She stopped crying. She 
wiped her tears with her sari. 

‘If you say anything to Ranjana or anyone else I will not leave you 
and Sadhana too. Do you understand?’ Somlal warned in a low voice. 
Then he went to the garden as if nothing had happened. Ranjana and 
the servant boy arrived. 

‘Hey, Radhika, have you finished washing the clothes?’ Ranjana 
asked my mother. 

‘Yes’ my mother nodded her head. They went inside the house. 
She took the trousers from where she had placed them to dry and made 
me wear them. The servant brought out tea and bread for us. Mother 
didn’t eat, and she fed me. She kept on wiping her tears with her sari. 
The clothes on the line were not dry so my mother didn’t collect 
them. She sat silently with me and cried. At this moment Ranjana 
came and threw a faded red blouse towards my mother. She took it 
without saying anything. She didn’t notice my mother crying because 
she didn’t look at her. We stood up to leave. I held mother’s hand. We 
walked away. I got scared that Somlal would follow us to take pictures. 
I walked faster with fear.’ Sadhana finished the story weepingly. 
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Then she cried aloud and sobbed. She wiped her tears with her 
shawl. Bishakha who was listening to Sadhana also had tears in her 
eyes. Her tears flowed. She couldn’t say anything. She wiped her tears 
with her hand. 

‘I came to know today about the domination of the bourgeoisie 
the proletariat. That Somlal is a very cunning and evil person. He will 
surely face his downfall. Sadhana, don’t be afraid of the past event. 
Don’t take any tension. Don’t ever go to Somlal’s house again. Don’t 
even ever take his name,’ Bishakha consoled Sadhana. 


611 Sankalpa 




CHAPTER 



Bishakha and Sadhana went to Bode to see the awesome tongue- 
piercing jatra (festival) Sadhana was excited about it as she had never 
been to any other big festivals like this. 

‘Thimi is nearest to Bode. The earlier name of Bode is Bude. 
Bu means a field and de means city. In other words, it is a town all 
surrounded by fields. Bode is derived from Bude,’ Bishakha explained. 
They arrived at Bode in a car. 

‘I went to the Maru Ganesh this morning for my birthday. I met 
Karan and he wished me birthday greetings,’ Sadhana said happily. 

‘Do you often meet Karan?’ 

‘Yes,’ Sadhana said and smiled. 

‘I’ve already wished you in the morning. How old are you now?’ 
Bishakha asked. 

‘I’m 18,’ she said. 



‘When my friend invited me to see the jatra you were 12 years 
old. Do you remember I took your photo withl2-yomari garland?’ 
Bishakha asked. 

‘I remember. I have that picture you gave me and the other pictures 
of my barah with my mother,’ Sadhana said. 

‘6 years have passed so quickly. You’re almost as tall as I am.’ 

‘You are taller,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Yes, I’m a bit taller.’ 

‘Who is your friend who invited you to see the jatra?’ Sadhana 
asked. 

‘Campus friend. We are studying together the same subject. My 
friend’s house is around the Mahalaxmi temple. The tongue-piercing 
jatra is not held there though,’ Bishakha said. 

‘I had to write an article on this jatra so I had been to the place 
where the tongue-piercing is held,’ Bishakha said. 

When they reached the Pacho Ganesh temple at Bishnughat in 
Bode tole, it wasn’t not yet noon. The sun was shining very bright. 
Chariots of various gods were already there. A crowd of people had 
already gathered. Bishakha took Sadhana along to the spot from where 
they could watch the event. 

‘We have a better view of the tongue-piercing jatra from here. But 
when it gets crowded we would be pushed around. We must be able 
to push them back too or else we’ll be nowhere.,’ Bishakha said with a 
smile. 

Sadhana smiled and blocked the sun with her hand. 

‘Do you want to stay here or go my friend’s house?’ Bishakha 
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asked. 


Sadhana thought that she must see the tongue-piercing jatra as 
she had come a long way for that. She suggested they would stay there. 

There was dabu (platform) in front of them. They were standing 
at the south of the dabu. Behind them was a big house and they leaned 
against its wall. The Pacho Ganesh temple was in the west side of the 
dabu, and there were various chariots in the east. The crowd of young 
boys and girls, middle-aged men and women gathered round the dabu. 

‘The elderly people have also come to see the jatra in such a crowd,’ 
Sadhana observed looking at them. 

An elderly lady standing near heard Sadhana. 

‘What to do; I want to see. I’ve been seeing this jatra since I was 
young,’ the old lady said showing her toothless gums. 

‘Where did you come from?’ Bishakha asked. 

‘Here, from the Manohara village. He is my husband,’ she said 
pointing at an old man. 

The old man also smiled showing his toothless gums. He had grey 
hair. The old lady had black hair, maybe she had dyed it. 

The sound of musical drums and instruments could be heard. 

‘Jujubhai is out there,’ a young boy shouted. 

Sadhana raised her heels and looked towards from where the 
sound of music was coming. 

‘This year it is Jujubhai who is going to have his tongue pierced. 
That’s him over there, hast year there was a different guy,’ Bishakha 
said. 
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Bishakha described the costume Jujubhai had on. 

Jujubhai went up to the dabu. He looked at the crowd and greeted 
them by joining his hands. They applauded. Sadhana looked at him. 
He had a normal height, fair complexion and big eyes, and he wore 
cream-colored sleeveless shirt, white cotton girdle, turban and shawl. 
He had a garland on his neck and bell anklets on his feet. 

Jujubhai took some rice from the puja plate, closed his eyes and 
sprinkled rice upwards and prayed. He sat on a chair on the dabu. 

‘That person has fasted for three days,’ the old lady said. 

‘Not only fasting. He shouldn’t touch hens, animals and women,’ 
Bishakha added. 

‘Yes, yes,’ the old lady said smiling. 

The crowd pushed. The old lady and the old man were pushed 
away. Bishakha and Sadhana were also pushed back to the wall of 
house. 

‘Sadhana, hold my hand tight,’ Bishakha said she pushing back the 
crowd. 

Sadhana also pushed the crowd with all her strength. Sadhana 
held Bishakha’s hand even more tightly. She smiled at middle-aged 
women next to her. They were trapped and couldn’t move. 

It was very hot. Both Bishakha and Sadhana started sweating. It 
was difficult to take out a handkerchief from the bag to wipe away the 
sweat. 

‘He doesn’t seem to have not eaten for three days. He seems rather 
strong and fit,’ Sadhana said looking at Jujubhai. 

‘That guy has a kind of divine power,’ Bishakha said as she wiped 
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the sweat with her hand. 

The crowd pushed again. The lady next to Sadhana was pushed 
further. She tried to pull the end of her sari, but she couldn’t. The sari 
end was stuck in the crowd. Sadhana said that it was her first time 
watching a jatra from the pressing crowd. Bishakha couldn’t stop 
laughing. 

‘Two days, the wood brought from Nilbarahi is burnt and tika for 
Jujubhai is made out of the ash. With tika on he eats samay baji. He 
doesn’t eat anything after that,’ Bishakha told. 

Sadhana and the middle-aged woman listened to Bishakha. They 
again looked Jujubhai on the dabu. Jujubhai was sticking out his 
tongue. An old man came there. He prayed. Then he applied oil to 
Jujubhai’s tongue. He held out about 6/7-inch long needle. The upper 
end of the needle was attached to Jujubhais’s tarban [betall). The other 
end of the needle was pierced into Jujubhai’s tongue. Sadhana closed 
her eyes. When she opened her eyes, his tongue was pierced. But blood 
didn’t ooze out. The crowd applauded. The musical drums and flutes 
were played. The environment became musical. Sadhana felt excited as 
she heard the music. 

Jujubhai came down from the dabu. The crowd of people gave way 
for him. He went over to take the half-moon-shaped bamboo stand 
wrapped with red and yellow cloth. This colorful stand had eleven 
burning butter lamps. He carried it on his shoulder following the 
musical group. 

‘Now Jujubhai will roam around the toles of Bode. It might 
take around an hour. Then the needle from Jujubhai’s tongue will be 
removed at Mahalaxmi temple,’ Bishakha said. 

Bishakha took out tissue paper from her bag and wiped the sweat. 


671 Sankalpa 



She also gave it to Sadhana. 


‘I already told you we must bear the unruly crowd to see the 
tongue-piercing jatra at close quarters,’ Bishakha said laughing. 

‘Yes, we had to sweat for half an hour standing in the crowd. It was 
really difficult. But I had a lot of fun though. I saw this jatra that I have 
never seen before,’ Sadhana said. 

Bishakha smiled at her. The people around the dabu slowly started 
to disappear. They worshipped the gods in the chariots. When they 
looked up at the houses around, they saw the windows and balconies 
with full of people. 

‘Now we would see some of the areas of Bode. Then we’ll have tea. 
We’ll go to the Mahalaxmi temple,’ Bishakha said. 

‘Okay,’ Sadhana said. 

They went around toles of Bode. They went to a tea shop. 

‘Utpala has her exams today otherwise she would have come. 
Champa didn’t come either. Why is she busy?’ Bishakha asked. 

‘She is taking dance classes, and she also goes to work,’ she said. 

‘Champa is working hard to become a dancer. That’s good. She 
has a great wish to become a dancer,’ Bishakha said. 

‘We would have a feast later so we’ll have just tea now,’ Bishakha 

said. 


They could again hear the sound of music. Both came out of tea 
shop to see Jujubhai passing by. Sadhana was surprised that he was not 
weak and tired even if he had his tongue pierced, and he was carrying 
the stand on his shoulder. Bishakha already knew all about the jatra as 
she had seen it before. They went back to the shop and finished tea. 
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‘Today our landlord came again and told us to leave the house 
soon,’ Sadhana said. 

‘He came again? Where are you planning to move then? Have you 
found any room?’ Bishakha asked. 

‘We got to find. Subhadra aunt said that she would find one. I 
must tell Champa to find one too. It would be better if it is near to 
your house so it is easier for me to come over,’ Sadhana said. 

‘I would also look for any room available in that locality,’ Bishakha 

said. 


Sadhana had thought that it would be better if they could have 
live in Bishakha’s house. 

‘Have you been applying medicine to your mother’s eyes?’ 
Bishakha asked remembering Radhika. 

‘Yes, I’ve been worried since the doctor said that mother’s eyes 
have a serious problem. I don’t know whether the medicine works or 
not. What to do?’ Sadhana said sadly. 

‘Don’t worry Sadhana! You mustn’t forget to apply the medicine. 
The eyes mustn’t be stressed. Rest is important. Time will heal,’ 
Bishakha said stoking Sadhana’s shoulder. 

They came out of the tea shop. They roamed around some of the 
areas of Bode looking around old houses, different temples, and dry 
ponds. Sadhana rushed to stop a running tap. An old resident laughed 
and said, ‘I know water is scarce in Kathmandu.’ 

They came to an open space. They worshipped the god there and 
sat in the inn nearby. 

‘Bode is really amazing. The jatra is amazing too,’ Sadhana 
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remarked. 

‘The amazing tradition is not yet over. Let's go now,’ Bishakha said 
looking at the watch. 

They went towards the Mahalaxmi temple. They went along 
the alleys and saw the windows, balconies and terraces were full of 
spectators. Bishakha’s friend was at one of windows. Her friend smiled 
and waved at them. She asked them to come up. 

‘We’ll see the jatra and come later,’ Bishakha said looking up. 

When they reached the Mahalaxmi temple, the god chariots and 
people had gathered around. People with big cameras were also there. 
Behind the Mahalaxmi temple, the residents were there, some were 
seated, and some were standing. Bishakha greeted an elderly person 
and so did Sadhana. Later Sadhana came to know that the person was 
Chandrasen Shrestha who had his tongue pierced seven times. He had 
helped Bishakha to write about ‘The Tongue- piercingjatra of Bode.’ 

A young lady came up with a notebook to talk with Chandrasen 
Shrestha about a legend of the jatra. Bishakha did not want to 
intervene. She and Sadhana wanted to listen to him. 

Chandrasen narrated, ‘A long time ago globins and spirits used 
to trouble the people here by destroying their fields. The people of 
Bode decided to get rid of them. They brought a tantric guruju from 
Kathmandu. With his tantric power he trapped the globins and spirits 
when they came to ruin the crops. One of globins who was caught 
happened to be the one who guarded Nilbarahi. People tortured 
him so much he never came back to trouble the people. On 2nd of 
Baishakha, people started the jatra of piercing the tongue to remember 
the globin. Later on different chariots for gods were made. It is also 
believed that this jatra prevents Bode from troubles and brings fortune 


Sankalpa 170 



to the people.’ 

Hie sound of music was getting louder. Bishakha and Sadhana 
joined the crowd of people to see Jujubhai parading after he had 
roamed all around the areas of Bode. He went to the Mahalaxmi 
temple. He went into the Mahalaxmi temple for worship. 

‘Now Jujubhai worships Mahalaxmi. A butcher removes the long 
needle from his tongue. The soil from the temple area is rubbed on his 
tongue,’ Bishakha told Sadhana rather loudly. 

They had to talk loudly because of the musical sound of drums 
and flutes. 

‘Doesn’t he have to apply medicine?’ Sadhana asked looking 
surprised. 

‘No, the soil is the medicine. Look, Sadhana, Jujubhai is coming 
out. He doesn’t have the needle in his tongue now,’ Bishakha said to 
Sadhana’s in her ears. 

Sadhana saw Jujubhai was not sticking out his tongue. He looked 
different in the crowd of people. The young boys were carrying away 
the chariots of Ganesh, Mahalaxmi and Bhairava. Jujubhai disappeared 
in the crowd. 

‘Where did Jujubhai go? ’Sadhana asked as she looked here and 
there. 

‘Putting the needle on the puja plate, he went home. He’ll come 
again to worship the Nasadeo,’ Bishakha said. 

The Nilbarahi chariot passed by in front of them. They bent 
down a little and worshipped the god. There were many young people 
carrying the chariot. Everyone had red Vermillion powder on their 
faces. Their faces were dripping sweat. Their clothes were soaked with 
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sweat. The chariot seemed to be very heavy. They were very strong. 

Sadhana noticed someone like Karan among those who were 
carrying the chariot. She smiled at him and waved to him. But he 
wasn’t Karan. He just looked like Karan. Karan was fair and tall. That 
person was dark but tall. He smiled back at Sadhana too. 

All the chariots passed by. The sound of music also faded out. The 
crowd of people dispersed. There was a tradition of worshipping all 
the gods in the chariots from each house. 

Sadhana and Bishakha went back to listen to Chandrasen. The 
young lady was requesting him to tell more about the jatra. 

Chandrasen went on, ‘before having his tongue pierced, Jujubhai 
must worship and light butter lamps at all the temples in Bode by 
carrying a puja plate and sukunda. Only then does he go to the area 
where he gets his tongue pierced. The needle is dipped in oil for one 
whole week. Then a butcher, who pierces the tongue, pierces in a spot 
where it hasn’t been pierced before. He must not pierce in the same 
spot,’ Chandrasen said. 

‘When he had his tongue pierced blood didn’t ooze out. What 
will happen if blood comes,’ Sadhana asked him. 

Sadhana was surprised as blood didn’t ooze out when the tongue 
was pierced. Bishakha was happy to hear Sadhana ask this question. 
The lady listening also seemed excited to listen to the answer. 

‘It is said that there will be a disaster if blood oozes out. But I 
haven’t known blood oozing out till now,’ Chandrasen said. 

‘You have your tongue pierced seven times. How was your 
experience then?’ the lady asked. 

‘When I was ready to have my tongue pierced, I was possessed by 
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divine power. I didn’t feel hungry, my body felt relaxed and I wasn’t 
worried. When I roamed around carrying the mahadeep, I wasn’t 
tired,’ Chandrasen said proudly. 

‘In ancient times, when the goblins and ghosts used to trouble 
the people of Bode, it is the day of punishment for them. In order to 
celebrate, not only here the nearby Thimi also celebrates by carrying 
32 chariots and sprinkling Vermillion powder,’ Chandrasen said. 

At that time a someone came to call him. The lady who was writing 
in her notebook thanked Chandrasen and left. 

Jujubhai came back to the place again. He worshipped the 
Nasadeo there and offered the needle. The butcher took the needle 
and fixed it on the pillar of the Ganesh temple. Jujubhai went home 
after he took the offering of the god. 

People gathered and looked at the pillar where the needle was 
fixed. Bishakha and Sadhana went to see the needle too. The needle 
which pierced the tongue was placed on the pillar with nails. The pillar 
had also some old needles of earlier years. 

‘Today is my birthday. I saw the tongue piercing jatra of Bode. It 
is amazing. Blood did not ooze out while piercing the tongue with a 
big needle. When we bite our tongue while eating, blood oozes out,’ 
Sadhana said. 

‘Chandrasen had said he was possessed by power. That power 
stops blood from oozing,’ Bishakha said. 

‘I am extremely happy to see the jatra today. Now I’ll always 
remember it on my birthdays. Next year I’ll come to see the sindur 
jatra of Thimi. If mother recovers from her eye problem, I’ll bring her 
too. I’ll tell my friends about this jatra too. And to Karan,’ Sadhana 
took Karan’s name without being aware. 
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‘Are you planning to tell Karan too?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘He has come here. Didn’t you see him?’ Bishakha asked. 

‘No. Where ?’ Sadhana asked looking around. 

‘Didn’t you see him?’ Bishakha said. 

Sadhana blushed when Bishakha laughed. 

‘Look over there,’ Bishakha joked pointing at a group of p 
gathered at the dabu. 
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CHAPTER 



Champa came to meet Sadhana after a long time. Radhika was 
basking in the sun. Sadhana was ready to go to Bishakha after the 
household chores. She asked Champa to go with her to Bishakha. 

But Champa without saying okay and started to talk. 

‘Sadhana, Makar gave me this dress,’ Champa said showing her 
dress. 

Sadhana looked at the jazzy dress she had on. 

‘He also gave me this mobile,’ Champa said. 

Sadhana gave a look at the mobile phone in her hand. 

‘This bag is also from Makar,’ Champa said and she put the bag 
down. 

Makar, a middle-aged shop attendant at the shop of Bishakha’s 
father. Sadhana had seen him only at parties at Bishakha’s house, but 
she had never spoken to him. 



‘Makar loves me so much I cannot say,’ Champa said moving her 
hands. 

She took out a lipstick and a small mirror from the bag. She 
applied lipstick on her lips looking at the mirror. She told she had been 
going around with Makar. Sadhana didn’t ask anything about him, but 
she just listened to what Champa was saying. 

‘ As your mother couldn’t go to Ranjana for laundry she has a 
problem. Do you know that Sadhana?’ Champa said. 

‘No,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Do you know what Ranjana said when Somlal wants you to 
work?’ Champa asked. 

Sadhana felt nervous hearing Somlal’s name. She didn’t say 
anything. 

‘Ranjana said she won’t have young and beautiful Sadhana. Then 
my mother asked if she would have me. She does not seem to like 
young girls like us for work. She said that she would have only middle- 
aged women for work. Ranjana knows her husband is a womanizer 
who likes like young girls,’ Champa said and laughed. 

Sadhana didn’t laugh. She didn’t want to listen anymore. But she 
couldn’t say anything to Champa. 

‘Sadhana, I don’t know why my mother got angry with Ranjana 
aunt. She doesn’t go to work there any more,’ Champa said. 

‘Sadhana, you know well that I love to dance, and I wish to become 
an artist. How much dishes will we wash at other’s houses ? How much 
floors to clean? How much to clean the bathrooms? Maker told me 
in foreign countries I get a salary of Rs. 5000 rupees for dancing in 
hotels,’ Champa said. 
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Sadhana guessed it must be Somlal who fixed jobs abroad. But she 
was scared to name Somlal. 

‘Champa, don’t go abroad. If you want to dance, you have enough 
places here too,’ Sadhana suggested. 

‘There are places but not enough salary.’ 

‘Why do you need more money?’ 

‘Sadhana, I haven’t told you. I have been dancing at a restaurant 
for a month. I’m shy of telling about the salary. I’ll give up that work 
to go abroad,’ Champa said laughing. 

‘Bishakha tells greed brings wealth; more wealth brings sorrow 
abroad.’ Sadhana said stroking Champa’s shoulder. 

‘What does that mean?’ Champa questioned. 

‘To make a lot of money, you have to work very hard. If you fall 
ill nobody will care for you. They might not give you the money they 
promised. That’s why we must not be greedy for money,’ Sadhana 
explained. 

‘Let people say what they want. What can we do not being greedy? 
How much will we bear being poor? You work at nursery because you 
are paid better than washing clothes, isn’t it so? Isn’t it due to greed?’ 
Champa said. 

‘It’s not like that, Champa. My father passed away. My mother has 
lost her vision. I have to work. I did not want to go to school after 
having failed in eighth grade. Subhadra aunt was unwell too. She gave 
up her work at nursery and gave it to me. I like gardening. The nursery 
is nearby. But Bishakha’s house is far now. I go to her on Saturdays to 
work,’ Sadhana said seriously. 
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Radhika groped her way into the room. Sadhana sat her down on 
bed and applied medicine in her eyes. Champa expressed her concern 
for her eye problem. Her mobile rang. She went out of the room to 
talk. 


Sadhana gave Radhika biscuits and two bananas for afternoon 
snacks. She had a water jar and a thermos with milk ready for her as 
well. 


Champa came back to the room after she had finished talking on 
mobile. She hurriedly took her bag and was about to leave. 

‘Champa, today there is a lot of work at Bishakhas. It’s time to go. 
You come too,’ Sadhana requested her again. 

‘I’ll not be able to come today,’ Champa said with hesitation. 

‘Ok. Champa, go. Don’t say you don’t have time. You can go and 
work,’ Radhika said closing her eyes with medicine. 

‘Makar has already invited me for a movie,’ Champa said hurriedly. 

‘Champa, you know that Bishakhas father passed away about 45 
days ago,’ Sadhana said. 

Champa pretended she had not heard Sadhana. She went out of 
the room saying that she would bring chocolates for her if she would 
go abroad to work. Radhika didn’t understand what Champa had said. 
She didn’t ask Sadhana either. 

‘Mother, I am going to Bishakhas. I’ll bring rice on the way back 
as it has run,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Come back early,’ Radhika said as usual. 

‘Okay, mother, okay,’ Sadhana. 
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Sadhana was at the crossroad when she heard Karan calling her. 
He was standing on the other side of street, and he smiled and came 
to her. 

‘Where are you going?’ he asked. 

‘To Bishakha’s. I’ve also started working at the Ajima nursery. I 
don’t need to work on Saturdays. Haven’t I told you that I go to her on 
Saturdays?’ Sadhana said and smiled. 

‘I remember. Let’s talk about something else. It was really fun to 
see the sindur jatra in Thimi and the tongue-piercing jatra in Bode. 
You told me a lot about the jatra. When I went with my friends to see 
the Bode jatra last year, I didn’t bother to know about it. I just watched 
it,’ Karan said holding her hand. 


Sadhana tried to free her hand looking round, and Karan didn’t 
let it go. 

‘I am already late for work. I must rush,’ Sadhana said as she pulled 
her hand. 

‘When will we meet again?’ Karan asked Sadhana. 

Sadhana told shyly him he could come to the Ajima nursery where 
she worked. 

‘Okay, I’ll come to the nursery to meet you one day. I know that 
nursery,’ Karan said as he hugged her 

‘Okay,’ she said pulling herself away from him. 

Then she hurriedly went away. Karan stared at her till he could 
see her. 
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When Sadhana reached Bishakha’s house Belmaya had finished 
all her work and was winnowing the beaten rice. Different packets of 
pulse were in front of her. Shanta had also come. She would usually 
come when she was called for specific work. She asked Sadhana about 
her mother. Belmaya started gossiping. Sadhana brought out a bundle 
of clothes for washing. 

‘Why are you late today? Bishakha’s sister-in-law asked Sadhana. 
‘Champa came and I had to fix things for my mother,’ Sadhana 

said. 


‘You know how to wash in a washing machine, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes, I put them in the machine after I have done hand-wash as 
Bishakha told,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Laundry once a week is not enough. We have a bundle of clothes 
for washing. Come twice a week like before,’ the sister-in-law said. 

‘I can’t come twice a week. Now I am working at the nursery from 
9 to 6. Bishakha knows it,’ Sadhana. 

‘Oh!’ the sister-in-law said and went to the kitchen. 

‘Isn’t Bishakha home?’ Sadhana could not help asking Belmaya 
not seeing her yet. 

‘She went out for shopping. Utpala went with her,’ Belmaya said. 

Bishakha and Utpala came home with shopping bags. 

‘Sadhana, I was waiting for you to take along. I took Utpala 
instead. Why were you late ?’ Bishakha asked. 

‘Champa came today, so I got a bit late,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Champa came to you? She went to work saying that she did not 
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have time to eat lunch also. How did she have time to come to you?’ 
Shanta asked. 

Sadhana was surprised. She got scared that Shanta would scold 
Champa in the evening. 

‘She went to work from my place,’ Sadhana lied. 

‘I worry about Champa. I don’t know where she goes for work. She 
comes home late at night. Sometimes she says that she is late because 
she has some work and dancing lessons. Sometimes she says that she 
was dancing at her friend’s party. I don’t believe her. She doesn’t listen 
to me. When I tell her to make dinner she never comes home,’ Shanta 
complained about her daughter. 

‘Shanta, I have no worry. My sons are good as angels. So I don’t 
have to worry even if they come home late. If I had daughters I would 
have to worry like you do. Radhika worries about Sadhana too,’ 
Belmaya said looking at Sadhana who was hanging clothes on laundry 
line. 


Sadhana gave a look at Belmaya and she felt depressed. She didn't 
say anything. She didn’t want to talk to Belmaya. Bishakha decided 
not to tell Shanta about Champa. 

‘Belmaya, you are very happy that your sons are so good like angels. 
You’re saying that you don’t have to worry even if they come home late. 
You need to worry if they are daughters. Don’t you ask them why they 
are late?’ Shanta said. 

‘I know they meet their friends at New Road for tea. Why do I 
need to ask? They come late once or twice when their friends invite 
them for feast at their houses. Sometimes they come home before 
dusk,’ Belmaya said smiling. 


811 Sankalpa 



Belmaya stopped praising her sons when Bishakha came to sit 
down. 

‘I was about to tell you before. I decided to tell you after finishing 
my work. Both my sons have work now. Today they told me I do not 
have to work from now on. Would you look for someone in my place,’ 
Belmaya said. 

‘Don’t say that, Belmaya. My father’s 45-day passing is just 11 days 
away. We are too busy now to find someone in your place,’ Bishakha 
said. 


‘You will find someone. You can give me my salary today. I have to 
go and see the place my elder son is going to rent. The place is a bit far 
from where I’m staying. It’s okay even if it’s far. We’ve already stayed in 
that room for a long time. My sons grew up there. Now my elder son is 
going to rent a four-roomed flat,’ Belmaya bragged. 

Sadhana and Bishakha smiled. 

‘Come for just a month, Belmaya,’ Bishakha requested. 

‘No, my sons have told me that I don’t have to suffer now. I can 
live happily. I will not work as my sons have told me to rest and live 
happily,’ Belmaya said. 

Bishakha tried to explain that they must work till they could and 
must not work when they won’t be able. But Belmaya didn’t agree with 
her. Bishakha asked her whether the payment was not enough for her 
work. Belmaya said that was not the problem. 

Bishakha’s sister-in-law called Sadhana to the kitchen. She went in 
and came out with plates with snacks. She gave one plate to Belmaya 
and the other to Shanta. Bishakha went into the kitchen. Sadhana 
brought out tea too. She again went to the kitchen and brought it 
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for herself. Bishakha brought snacks for Utpala and herself and went 
downstairs. 

‘Shanta, you have only one daughter. It would have been wonderful 
if you had a son too,’ Belmaya said as she ate. 

‘Belmaya, you speak without thinking. After I had Champa, I 
could not conceive. How can I have a son at this age,’ Shanta in anger. 

Sadhana didn’t want to listen to them. She went downstairs to 
Bishakha’s room. 

‘Shanta, don’t get angry. Once you told me Somlal had hugged 
you. What is going on between you and him. Tell me now when 
nobody is around,’ Belmaya said with curiosity. 

Shanta laughed. She said, ‘It’s been 8 years Champa’s father died. 
When he was alive that Somlal used to tease me only. Once he asked 
me why my daughter is not pretty as I am. I told him Champa looks 
like her father. Then he started teasing me saying that the mother is 
prettier than daughter. When it was only after the 45th day of my 
husband’s death, Somlal started staring at me. When nobody was in 
the kitchen ...,’ Shanta stopped. 

‘He used to hug you,’ Belmaya said and completed the sentence. 

‘Yes, Belmaya,’ Shanta said laughing. 

‘That horny Somlal doesn’t stop touching the bodies of widows. 
He does not even leave me alone. I don’t bear if he touches me. I shout 
at him. That’s why he doesn’t like me at all. He scolds me saying that I 
have bucked teeth. I am not pretty like you and Radhika. That’s why 
I was dismissed from work saying that I don’t wash clothes properly. 
That mean Ranjana didn’t even give me my money,’ Belmaya said in 
anger. She also cursed, ‘Let them go to hell. Both husband and wife 
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have a horrible death!’ 


‘I didn’t say anything like that. I didn’t even get angry that he 
came to touch my body. He fools around with me when his wife is not 
home. I am surprised that he becomes such a gentleman when his wife 
is home,’ Shanta said. 

‘Don’t you know that old man is scared of his wife ? ‘Said Belmaya. 

‘Yes, but I didn’t say anything,’ Shanta said. 

‘Why is he so afraid of his wife. I’ve only seen women fearing their 
husbands. I haven’t seen any other men scared of their wives,’ Belmaya 
said laughing. 

‘Somlal isn’t that kind of person depending on his wife’s income. 
But I’ve heard that he’s living in the house given by his wife’s parents. 
That’s why he must be scared of his wife,’ Shanta said smiling. 

‘It must be so. He lives in his wife’s house. I didn’t know that 
before,’ Belmaya said. 

Sadhana came upstairs with plates to wash. She went downstairs 
again. Belmaya couldn’t keep silent so she began speaking again. She 
again cursed Somlal. She cursed Ranjana too. 

‘I’ve told you earlier that Somlal fools around with me when his 
wife is not home. I also like what he does to me,’ Shanta said. 

Belmaya laughed listening to her. They both laughed. 

‘Then what happened?’ Belmaya asked again. 

‘One day the unfortunate thing happened.’ 

‘What happened?’ 

‘They had just finished lunch. Ranjana’s mother rang her and told 
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her sister was ill. She left home. The servant had not come for work. 
The younger son was in school. Nobody was home except Somlal and 
me. He looked and blinked at me and smiled. I smiled back. He came 
close to me and told me that I didn’t have to do the dishes. He told me 
to have lunch first. He took out a glass of yogurt from the fridge and 
gave it to me. I had a very good lunch. After the lunch he took me to 
the bedroom upstairs,’ Shanta said. 

‘You did not refuse, did you? You did what he wanted you to do’, 
Belmaya said. 

‘Yes, I enjoyed it,’ Shanta said without hesitation. 

Belmaya laughed listening to Shanta. Both laughed a lot. Belmaya 
laughed her head off. 

‘Then what happened? Belmaya asked. 

‘The next day. I had already prepared lunch. Ranjana angrily came 
to kitchen. She showed a hairpin and asked me whose it was. I was 
frightened. It was mine. I thought I lost it somewhere. I was not aware 
that it had fallen in their bedroom. I didn’t say anything. She pounced 
on me like a tiger. She pulled my hair and brought me down on the 
floor. She shouted at me calling me a slut and spat at my face. She 
cursed me a lot. I didn’t reply. I kept quiet. Her husband didn’t come 
down. She must have fought with him upstairs. She told me to get out 
of the house immediately and pushed me out,’ Shanta said. 

Shanta enjoyed telling all about the incident, and she suddenly 
became serious when she remembered it. Her eyes filled with tears and 
started shedding tears. Belmaya was looking at her and was dismayed. 

‘Then you left quietly?’ Belmaya asked again. 

‘Yes, I did. What could I have done and said? That hairpin was 
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mine. Ranjana could see the other hairpin with a flower on my head. 
Look at this one,’ Shanta showed the hairpin attached to her hair. 

Belmaya looked at a long black hairpin with a flower. She laughed 
off. Shanta again put it back to her hair. 

‘Look, one pin betrayed you,’ quipped Belmaya. 

‘Yes, Belmaya, one pin betrayed me. What can I do?,’ Shanta said 
frowning. 

‘Did you get the payment of the month? That witch doesn’t pay 
when she’s angry. She didn’t pay me for three times of washing clothes. 
She never gave me when I asked for it. She wouldn’t give you either. 
That bitch.’ Belmaya said making faces and moving her hands. 

‘It’s not like that Belmaya. I got my money on the last day of the 
month. On the next payment day Somlal took me to bedroom. I told 
you earlier I went myself. That day he gave me Rs. 2000 telling me to 
promise that I would go up to bedroom when Ranjana was not home. 
I used to go at 9 in the morning to prepare lunch. They never offered 
me tea. They used to give me lunch only after their lunch. I used to 
wash the dishes and prepare food for noon and dinner. I was restricted 
to go upstairs so I never went. Only when that he took me,’ Shanta 
said. 


‘That mean lady restricted you to go upstairs. She is too lazy. She 
wouldn’t sweep the floor. Then who would sweep upstairs?’ Belmaya 
asked again. 

‘A young boy comes every morning for sweeping and cleaning the 
bathroom,’ Shanta answered. 

‘You have to bear the embarrassment,’Belmaya said sympathetically. 

‘One who works for others have to bear? On top of that no wife 
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can tolerate when her husband flirts with other women. That’s why I 
bearded it,’ Shanta said politely. 

Belmaya remembered her dead husband. She imagined her 
husband flirting with other women. She could not tolerate it even in 
imagination. 

They talked about people for who they worked; everybody was 
not the same and some were kind and some mean. 

‘Twice a week I go to wash clothes at Ratna’s place. He is a very 
kind person. He doesn’t look at me and doesn’t say anything. I do other 
work too of his wife. They give me tea and food too. As the month 
comes to an end they give me 3000 rupees. They give me old bedsheets 
and pillow cases too. Bhim who brings the cooking gas once a month 
talks to me about happy and sad moments. Bhim also brings the gas 
here. He told me his wife was dead, he has no children and he is alone. 
I have told him about my difficulties too. But I didn’t him anything 
about Somlal. I know that I shouldn’t tell him that. I have time now 
as I don’t work for Ranjana. If you don’t come here for work, I think 
I should come here. If I come here, I will see and chat with Bhim too,’ 
Shanta said 

‘Okay, Shanta, you can come here to work in my place,’ Belmaya 
said as she laughed. 

‘Oh! Are you thinking of eloping with Bhim?’ Belmaya said in 
joke. 

‘Come on, Belmaya Shanta laughed. 

‘I think you want to go with him,’ Belmaya said. 

‘Yes, I want to go but I won’t go unless he asks me. I think Champa 
will elope before me. I cannot tell her anything. She fights with me. If 
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she goes away I’ll be alone too. That’s why I need a company of Bhim,’ 
Shanta said. 

‘I won’t go anywhere. My drunkard husband troubled me a lot. I 
had to suffer a lot. He died. Then again I have to suffer being a widow. 
People despise me because I am a widow. Now if I find a guy who is 
kind, loves me, cares for me, keeps me happy, does not smoke and drink, 
I will still not go with him. I don’t want to get involved with husbands 
any more. Enough is enough,’ Belmaya said moving her hands. 

‘Belmaya aunt!’ Sadhana’s voice could be heard. 

Belmaya stopped talking as she heard Sadhana calling her. 
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CHAPTER 



Sadhana came to the terrace with a bag. She put it down in front 
of Belmaya and Shanta and opened it. She took out two cotton saris 
and cotton kurtas. 

‘Please choose which you want,’ Sadhana said. 

Belmaya took a yellow sari with black patterns. Shanta took the 
light blue one with black patterns. Sadhana took the kurta with green 
patterns. 

‘I like this cotton kurta,’ Sadhana said as she hugged it. 

Bishakha came up. Utpala had already gone home. 

‘Bishakha, please give me a sari too next time. I don’t need a kurta 
now. I want to wear the sari also as you wear it too,’ Sadhana said 
looking at her. 

‘Okay, I’ll give you a sari next time,’ Bishakha said. 

‘Look, Ranjana gave me two old faded blouses and two torn 



petticoats for I washing clothes for her a whole year. She didn't give 
the new sari like this,' Belmaya said as she hugged the sari given to her. 

'One who doesn't have a heart will not give. I never feel stingy 
giving things away. Isn’t it so?' Bishakha asked looking at them. 

'Yes, you are very kind. I have gone to work at a lot of places. There 
is no place so nice as here. I have never seen anyone so good as you. You 
have wealth as well as a big heart,' Belmaya praised Bishakha. 

Bishakha laughed. 

'Belmaya said she wouldn't come here from now on. Can I come 
in her place?' Shanta asked politely. 

'Okay. I'll not look for others. You have to come every day at 
12:30 in the afternoon. You wash clothes too as Sadhana comes only 
on Saturdays. Do you agree?' Bishakha said to Shanta. 

'I do,' Shanta said excited. 

'Belmaya, please come on the 45 th day of father’s passing. It is 12 
days away. You take care of the dish washings. Is that okay?' Bishakha 
requested looking at Belmaya. 

‘Okay. I will come on the 45th day without letting my sons know,’ 
Belmaya said. 

Bishakha gave Belmaya 3000 rupees, Sadhana 2000 rupees, and 
Shanta 300 rupees. 

‘It is because of Radhika that I could work here. I will always 
remember Radhika’s support to me. I will always be grateful to you,’ 
Belmaya said to Bishakha. 

‘Radhikabrought me here too. On the BuddhaJayanti, I remember. 
It was your birthday. You had invited your friends to a birthday party. 
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Radhika had brought me to help it.’ Shanta said to Bishaka. 

Sadhana was happy that both Belmaya and Shanta were grateful 
to her mother. 

‘I must leave now,’ Belmaya said. 

Shanta went with Belmaya telling Bishakha she would come to 
work from the next day. 

Bishakha’s mobile phone rang and went downstairs talking on it. 

Sadhana collected the dry clothes and folded them. She looked 
at the flowers in flowerpots. She wiped all the pots clean. She watered 
them. She remembered the nursery, and she suddenly remembered 
Karan. He had said had he would visit the nursery to meet her. 

‘Sadhana!’ Bishakha called from downstairs. She was lost in 
thoughts of Karan and did not hear. 

‘Sadhana!’ Bishakha called out again. 

‘Yes, I am coming,’ Sadhana said and went downstairs. 

She met Bishakha’s sister-in-law with her son in the lobby. She 
went to Bishakha’s room without saying anything. Bishakha had two 
mobile phones in her hands. One was new and the other was old. 

‘Sadhana, take this mobile for yourself. Now you live far. You 
come here on Saturdays only. If you have this mobile, it’ll be easier to 
talk to you,’ Bishakha said and gave the old mobile to her. 

Sadhana got excited to get both the kurta and the mobile phone. 
Bishakha showed Sadhana her new mobile and taught her some basic 
things about how to use it. She wrote its number too. She wrote 
hers too. She tried two to three times as Bishakha had taught. She 
remembered Champa’s mobile given to her by her boyfriend, she had 
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seen in the morning. Champa’s boyfriend had given her a mobile. She 
thought that she would give her mobile number to Champa and Karan 
and take their numbers too. 

Bishakha talked about Champa. Sadhana told Champa danced 
in a restaurant at nights, but decided not to tell anything about her 
boyfriend. Bishakha started telling about her affairs with Makar. 
Bishakha went on telling that Makar, who worked at their shop, had 
a wife and two children in the village. Champa did not want to listen 
to her. Sadhana was shocked to listen to what Bishaka told about 
Champa. She couldn’t say anything. 

‘Sadhana, tell Champa everything about Makar. She shouldn’t 
not have affairs with that guy who has a wife and children. Tell her 
what I have advised her,’ Bishakha said. 

‘Okay,’ Sadhana said. 

She suddenly remembered Karan. Karan was not married, and 
was educated and had his parents. She knew him from childhood. 
When Sadhana was about to tell Bishakha that she had gone to Bode 
and Thimi to see the jatra with Karan, Bishakha’s mother, sister-in-law 
and her son came with a name list for invitation cards. They discussed 
about the invitation cards for Bishakha’s 45-day of passing of her father. 
They also decided to light the butter lamps at different places after the 
45th day. They also planned to go to Namo Buddha to light the butter 
lamps. Bishakha said that she would take Utpala and Sadhana there. 

Sadhana knew nothing about Namo Buddha. 

‘What kind of place is Namo Buddha?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘The place where the bodhisattva prince fed his flesh to tigress,’ 
Bishakha answered in short. 
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CHAPTER 



‘We’ve reached Banepa of the Kavre district,’ Bishakha said 
looking at the Banepa bazaar out of the car window. 

'How far is Namo Buddha from here?' Sadhana asked. 

'It might take an hour from here. Namo Buddha lies in the 
Shyampati Village Development Committee of the same district. It is 
40 kilometers away from Kathmandu,' Bishakha said. 

'Namo Buddha is a religious place,' Bishakha's mother said. 

'Yes, for us Buddhists. There are four major religious shrines. One 
of them is Namo Buddha,' Bishakha added. 

'What are the other three?' Sadhana asked eagerly. 

‘Swayambhu, Lumbini and Boudha,' Utpala answered quickly. 

'Isn't Boudha and Khasti the same?' Sadhana asked Utpala. 

'Yes, it's the same.' 



'I have been there with mother and Subhadra aunt. Today I see 
Namo Buddha too,' Sadhana said happily. 

The driver stopped the car at Dhulikhel so that everyone saw the 
range of snow-capped mountains in the north. All of them enjoyed 
the amazing view. 

'Wow!' Sadhana exclaimed with joy. 

Everyone was happy to see the snow-capped mountains. 

They reached Namo Buddha after the Kavre Bhangjyang. 

"There’s a big festival held on every Kartik Purnima here. Not only 
Newars but also the Tamangs come here to light butter lamps in the 
memory of their deceased family members. It is very crowded that day 
so we come here today,' Bishakha's mother said. 

They got out of the car. Bishakha carried the bag of butter lamps, 
and her mother carried the puja plate. Utpala and Sadhana carried the 
food and the driver carried water and a bag full of different utensils. 

A white stupa: Namo Buddha. They reached there. Blue, yellow, 
red, green colored prayer flags were hung and flown above the stupa. 
The sun shone bright. There were not much people for worshipping. 
After worshipping the stupa, everyone lit and butter lamps. Sadhana 
remembered her father and lit the butter lamps she had brought along. 
She prayed for her father's soul in peace. 

They finished worshipping and lighting the butter lamps. They 
had snacks. 

'Where is that place where the tigress was fed with flesh?' Sadhana 
asked. 

'We need to go up from here. We would see the Gumba too. I 
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would tell you who fed the tigress with flesh,' Bishakha. 

'I've heard the story of the prince who fed the tigress with his 
flesh,' Utpala said as she packed the butter lamps. 

A prince fed the tiger with his flesh? How could he cut the flesh 
from his own body? Sadhana was amazed. 

The driver said that he would put all the bags in the car and wait for 
them. The four of them climbed up to see the place where Mahasattva 
prince had fed a tigress and her cubs with his flesh. 

They reached Kotdanda. They were tired and took a rest. The cool 
breeze was blowing. Sadhana felt relieved and relaxed as she saw the 
beauty of the mountains. Suddenly she remembered Karan holding 
her hand and telling her that he would come to visit her in the nursery. 

'To see the view at dusk and dawn from here is beautiful,' Bishakha 

said. 


But Sadhana didn't hear. She was lost in thoughts of Karan. Only 
Utpala listened. 

They reached the top of the ridge and saw the stone relief that 
depicts the legend of Namo Buddha. It lies in a new structure under a 
tree and shows the tigress with her five cubs accepting the flesh of the 
bodhisattva. The bodhisattv cuts flesh from his thigh to feed a hungry 
tigress. This relief also has the legend of the event written in Newar 
script. 

Bishakha narrated the legend of Namo Buddha. She further 
explained that this bodhisattv was a prince who was moved to see a 
hungry tigress who could not feed her five cubs. He cut strips of flesh 
from his body and gave them to the hungry tigress so that she could 
feed her cubs. He died by feeing his own flesh as dan. His hair and 
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bones were later found by his royal family and friends. These were 
enshrined in the stupa of Namo Buddha. 

Utpala commented, ‘Dan has such merits.’ Sadhana was awestruck 
about the legend of the prince who sacrificed himself for dan. It 
dawned on her that the prince was called Mahasattva for his merits. In 
his next birth he was born in Lumbini as prince Siddhartha and later 
he became the Buddha. 
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CHAPTER 



Sadhana was feeling sad and shedding tears. She was done with 
washing the clothes. Shanta had already left after her work. She didn’t 
see her today. She didn’t know why she left so early. She had snacks 
Bishakha’s sister-in-law had brought, and cleaned the terrace. She put 
the washed clothes on the laundry lines. She watered all the plants. 

Bishakha’s mobile rang while she was arranging books in the rack. 
Having told Sadhana to put books in the racks, she left home. Sadhana 
noticed the room had a new paint. The old curtain was replaced by 
new white one. The bed sheet was placed tightly on the bed which had 
patterns of big red flowers. She took the books one by one and wiped 
it with a cloth. 

Sadhana was not done with arranging all the books in the rack 
when Utpala and Bishakha came into the room and sat on the bed 
and did chit-chat. Bishakha told Utpala after her M.A. in Buddhism, 
she would roll on the Ph.D. program in culture. Utpala spoke out her 
wish to study Buddhism in M.A. after her B.B.A. She told that the 
vihara was planning a trip to Namo Buddha. Bishakha couldn’t go to 



the vihara this morning, so she asked Utpala to tell the dharma-desana 
she had missed. 

Utpala said, ‘I got to know what religion is today. Religion isn’t 
worshipping gods and goddesses. It is doing good, helping people, not 
troubling others, and keeping our heart and speech pure. This is what I 
have understood,’ Utpala said. Sadhana was also listening. 

‘That’s correct. You have understood the religion. I would like to 
add some. There are four major religions in the world, i.e. Christianity, 
Islam, Hinduism and Buddhism. We follow Buddhism,’ Bishakha said. 

‘I want to know more about holy books of these religions,’ Utpala 

said. 


‘The Bible for the Christians; Kuran for the Muslims; Vedas and 
Bhagavad-gita for the Hindus; Tripitak - Sutra Pitaka; Vinaya Pigaka; 
and Abhidharma Pitaka - for the Buddhists’ explained Bishakha. 

‘Now I understand, Bishkha. Anitya means impermanence. Life 
is impairment. There is a picture of anitya at the lobby of vihar. I like it 
very much, said Utapala. 

A young girl gradually becomes older and older. We will also 
be old like that one day as in the picture of Anitya. Can we always 
be young? Not at all. This is called Anitya, which means changing,' 
Bishakha said. 

She opened a closet and tookput four rolls ofposters that depicted 
Anitya - changing states of aging. 

'Take this one for you, and give one to your friend.' Bishakha gave 
two posters to Utpala. She thought of giving two posters to Sadhana. 

Utpala happily took the two posters of Anitya. As she looked at 
the poster, she read the words written at the bottom. ‘Oh! Nature of 
our life!’ she exclaimed. 
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'The one who likes Buddhism and the one who goes to the vihara 
all the times is only Utpala. I took Sadhana and Champa to the vihara 
too. Champa didn't visit again after going there once. Sadhana used 
to visit but has also not been to the vihara for a long time. Her ailing 
father passed away, and then her mother has eye problems, what to 
say. When problems come they come altogether all at once. She gave 
up going to school too. I told her not to give it up. What can I say? 
She failed in the 8th grade. She didn't feel like studying anymore. I 
understand her problems so I didn’t force her. She has to work as her 
mother cannot work anymore. I have told her to go to the vihara when 
she is free, but she isn't able to take out any free time. Isn’t it not so 
Sadhana?' Bishakha asked looking at Sadhana. 

'Yes, Bishaka,' Sadhana said and turned away when Bishakha saw 
her eyes full of tears. 

'Oh! What happened, Sadhana? You are crying?' Bishakha said 
with a shock. 

Sadhana didn't say anything and looked down. Then she sobbed. 

'What happened?' Bishakha asked again. 

Sadhana cried more. Bishakha kept her hands on Sadhana's 
shoulder. 

'My mother cannot see anything now. She is blind. It happened 
just as the doctor had said,' Sadhana said and cried. Utpala was shocked 
as she heard Sadhana cry. 

'The medicine didn't work. The doctor had warned us about the 
problem. Whatever is meant to happen has happened. Sadhana, you 
don't worry,' Bishakha said calmly. Then she again went to sit on the 
bed with Utpala. 

Bishakha's mother who was in the next room came there as she 
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heard Sadhana crying. She felt bad as she came to know that Radhika 
couldn't see anymore. 

'Sadhana, you will have to take care of your mother now. Your 
earning to feed her is not enough. You are only one daughter of your 
mother,' Bishakha's mother said. 

'Yes,' Sadhana said. She wiped her tears with the handkerchief. 
She went up to the terrace to wash her face. Bishakha and her mother 
thought that Sadhana was a good daughter to take care of her mother. 

Sadhana brought the snacks on a tray. She again went up and 
brought tea. She went up to the terrace to eat by herself. 

Bishakha looked at the books arranged in the rack: first two-row 
of books on Buddhist studies, second two-row on culture studies and 
third two-row on various subjects. Bishaka was happy the way Sadhana 
arranged all the books. Sadhana came down, collected the plates and 
took them up. She washed all the dishes and came down. 

Utpala and Bishakha decided to go to the Vipasana meditation 
for ten days during Dashain. They again started to discuss about the 
dharma talks. 

Bishakha told Sadhana to sit down to listen to the dharma 
discussions. Sadhana sat down on the carpet. 

'Bishaka, I’ve heard a lot about Shrotapanna and Arahata. They 
seem the same. They might be different but how much?' Utpala said 
curiously. 

"They are different, Utpala. Shrotapanna means is the first step to 
Nirvana, and Arahata is the final step. There are four steps to reach 
the path of Nirvana. They are Shrotapanna, Sakridagami, Anagami 
and Arahata. There are ten cravings ( klesb ) that are the obstacles in 
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our way to Nirvana. They are greed, hatred, delusion, ignorance, 
arrogance, doubt, false views, shamelessness, and recklessness. I’ve told 
you whatever I have understood,’ Bishakha concluded. 

‘Then how far have you reached up to the Shrotapanna step, 
Bishakha?’ Utpala asked. 

‘I am on the first step of Shrotapanna. I feel as I can become 
Shrotpatti,’ Bishakha answered with a big smile. 

‘I don’t think so. You must have reached even higher,’ Utpala said 
and laughed. 

‘I’ve not reached, Utpala. I need to learn and work hard to reach a 
higher level,’ Bishakha said. 

Sadhana couldn’t understand anything Bishakha explained to 
Utpala. She listened to them even if she didn’t understand. She just 
knew what Bishakha had taught her earlier about Panchashil. She 
would have understood Shrotapanna if she regularly visited the vihara 
like Utpala. She regretted that she could not go to the vihara. 

Bishakha took out two magazines from the closet. 

‘This Triratna magazine is published by the Sumangal vihara. It 
has ten articles. Sadhana, it’s alright if you don’t have time to go to the 
vihara. If you read these magazines and newsletters published by the 
vihara you can gain a lot of knowledge. Take this one for you, and one 
for Utpala.’ Bishakha said. 

The Triratna magazine was thin but had a beautiful cover. The 
cover page had a picture of the Buddha giving blessings. 

Sadhana flipped the pages of the magazine. She looked at 
the contents of articles: Trisna, Vipassana meditation, personal 
development, barashabas, kathin, Tumbini garden, ten paramitas, 
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the sufferings of the Buddha, worshipping stone deities and the 
importance of donation. She read the authors of the articles too. 

‘Writers are monks, nuns and followers of Buddhism,’ Bishakha 

said. 


As Sadhana flipped through the pages she came across the word 
‘Sadhana for the title of article ‘Vipasana meditation.’ 

‘Bishakha, my name is the title of one of articles. What does 
Sadhana mean?’ Sadhana said to Bishakha. 

‘Sadhana actually means meditation. It controls a restless mind. 
When we meditate we try to stay calm in the first part of every moment. 
We experience the moment, but we don’t make a judgement about the 
moment. For example, we breathe in and out, deeply concentrating on 
our breath. This process is called Sadhana, ’ Bishakha explained. 

Sadhana was happy about the meaning of her name, Sadhana. 

‘Who gave you this wonderful name ?’ Utpala couldn’t stop herself 
from asking. 

‘My Subhadra aunt,’ Sadhana said and smiled. 

‘Oh!’ Utpala said. 

‘I thought your mother gave your name,’ Bishakha said and smiled. 

Utpala flipped the magazine. She silently read the name of the last 
article. ‘The importance of donating.’ 

‘I already understood the importance of donating when I heard 
the story of feeding the tigress by Mahasattva. Should I read out what 
Khema Guruma has written?’ Utpala asked. 

‘Yes, do it,’ Bishakha said happily. 
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Utpala read out the article. 

‘What did you understand?’ Bishakha asked. 

‘Donating means giving someone something they need. There are 
three types of donations: Amisha dan, Abhaya dan and Dhamma dan. 
Amisha dan is donating things according to the need of the situation 
such as food, clothes and money. Abhaya dan means showing kindness 
to animals and protecting them. And Dhamma dan means giving a 
good advice and spreading knowledge to who are ignorant. Last but 
not the least, if we can donate things to those are needy the value of 
donating has more merits,’ Utpala explained. 

Sadhana listened to Utpala attentively. But she couldn’t 
understand properly. She seemed puzzled. She couldn’t ask Utpala to 
read it again either. 

‘I know all about donation because of my grandmother. Then I 
gradually understood the importance of donating. I feel good while 
donating,’ Bishakha smiled sharing her experience. 

‘Now I also know about the importance of donating after reading 
this article. I will work after I finish my studies. Then I will separate the 
money I earn to donate as well. Bishakha, you go to so many places to 
donate, take me too, I will come along to donate,’ Utpala said. 

‘But I’ll not be able to donate soon,’ Sadhana to Bishakha 
awkwardly. 

‘Sadhana, you mustn’t say that you cannot donate. Utpala just 
said about the important things about donating. Among the three 
donations, Abhaya dan means showing kindness to the animals and 
protecting them. You do not need money for that. All you need is 
kind heart. A person who doesn’t have a good heart will not be able 
to do this. Now I’ll give you an example, Sadhana. You only have your 
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mother who cannot see. You need to take care of your blind mother. 
That is Abhaya dan. You don’t have to do anything else. You take care 
of you mother and serve her,’ Bishakha said as she kept her hand on 
Sadhana’s shoulder. 

Sadhana couldn’t say anything. Bishakha and Utpala both looked 
at her. 

‘Sadhana, do you know what is Sankalpa?’ Bishakha asked. 

Sadhana said no. 

‘Sankalpa means determination. Sadhana, you must determine 
to take care of your blind mother. That is sankalpa,’ Bishakha said to 
Sadhana holding her shoulder tighter. 

Sadhana understood what Bishakha was trying to say. As she 
understood and her blind mother came to her thoughts. Her eyes 
filled with tears as she remembered her mother. Bishakha and Utpala 
both felt a pity for her. 

‘I will take care of my blind mother. I will serve her. I take an oath 
to do it,’ Sadhana said in a weepy voice. 

Bishakha and Utpala remained silent. Sadhana wiped the tears. 

‘I will read the other articles too in this magazine. Sadhana, you 
read them too,’ Utpala said looking at Sadhana. 

Sadhana said, ‘Okay.’ Utpala stood up to go. 

‘Wait, Utpala, don’t go. Read out the first article now,’ Bishakha 

said. 


‘What is there in that article?’ Utpala asked with curiosity. 

‘It is about why a person reaches the path of destruction. Read out 
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this short article. Read out,’ Bishakha said holding Utpala’s hand. 

‘Bishakha, it’s time to meet my friend. I don't have time to read it 
now. I’m already late. I’ll read it later. Now I should be leaving,’ Utpala 
said and left the room. 

‘Utpala left, now will you read?’ Bishakha said looking at Sadhana. 

Bishakha knew that Sadhana was not interested in reading the 
article as she was really upset. 

‘Sadhana, we can understand a lot of things by reading and 
listening. If we are able to apply these things to our lives then we will 
not have to struggle,’ Bishakha said. 

Sadhana flipped the pages. As she was about to read the title of the 
article Bishakha’s mobile rang. Sadhana remained silent. 

Bishakha finished talking on the mobile. Then Sadhana’s mobile 
rang. It was Ramana. 

‘Ramana passed the S.L.C. Exam. Champa failed in the 7th 
grade and I failed in the 8th grade. We gave up school. But Ramana 
never failed. She continued studying. The results are out today. What 
happened if she secured the third division. She passed anyway. I will 
go to meet her along with Champa tomorrow,’ Sadhana said happily. 

She just said, ‘Tell Ramana I have congratulated her.’ Sadhana 
said, ‘Okay.’ 

‘Sadhana, have you told Champa not to go with Makar?’ Bishakha 
asked. 

‘Yes, I have told her. I even told her what you said about him,’ 
Sadhana said. 

‘What did she say?’ 
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‘She didn’t listen to me. She said she cannot leave Makar,’ Sadhana 
said making her face. 

‘Did she say like that? She’ll suffer,’ Bishakha said seriously. 

Sadhana looked at the watch. She went up to the terrace. She 
brought down all the dried clothes and put it all away. Then she went 
to Bishakha’s room. She was happy about the posters Bishakha had 
given. 

‘Bishakha, I am going. I will read the articles in the magazine,’ 
Sadhana said folding the poster and magazine together. 

‘Wait, you shouldn’t fold the poster and the magazine together 
like that. Sadhana, come here,’ Bishakha said as she went outside the 
room to the lobby. Sadhana followed her. 

‘I have this old suitcase. Do you want it ?’ Bishakha said. 

Sadhana looked at the suitcase which didn’t look old. It had 
wheels. She said, ‘Yes.’ 

‘Take it if you want. Take it now. Give me the posters and the 
magazine. I’ll put them in the suitcase,’ Bishakha said. 

Sadhana dusted the suitcase. Bishakha opened the suitcase pulling 
the zipper. She put the poster inside and the magazine in the pocket of 
suitcase. She gave it to her. 

‘Paste one poster in your room. Give one to your friend. And 
read the first article in the magazine. If you don’t understand, ask me,’ 
Bishakha said 

‘Okay, Bishakha, I will do soon,’ Sadhana said. 

‘How’s your work in the nursery? You love flowers and gardening,’ 
Bishakha asked her. 
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‘It’s okay. My salary is ten thousand a month. But I’m not able to 
water the plants here since I work there. I do that only on Saturdays,’ 
Sadhana said rather awkwardly. 

‘I water the plants, mother waters the plants, and sister-in-law 
waters the plants. You don’t have to worry. Wait, I have to give you 
money,’ Bishakha said. 

She went into the room and brought the money. She placed 2000 
rupees on Sadhana’s hand. Sadhana put the money in her bag. 

‘Should I bring rose plants when I come next Saturday. I saw two 
plants dead in the flowerpots. I’ll plant it there,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Just bring the branch of the red rose,’ Bishakha said recalling her 
favorite roses. 

‘Okay,’ Sadhana said as she held the handle of the suitcase. 

‘Take proper care of your mother. Keep food near her when you 
go to work. Tell me if there is any problem,’ Bishakha advised. 

‘Okay, Bishakha, okay,’ Sadhana said as she remembered her 
mother. 

She left pulling the suitcase on its wheels behind her. 
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CHAPTER 



Sadhana was watering plants in the nursery when she was told 
someone had come to see her. She looked around and saw Karan 
waving and smiling at her. She also grinned and waved at him to come 
over. 

While asking him to sit on the bench she took out a small towel 
from the packet of apron and wiping her hands. 

‘How come you’re here so unexpectedly?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘It’s been a long time since I told you that I would come to visit 
you here,’ Karan said and smiled at Sadhana. 

‘You told that you were looking for a job when we met at Maru. 
You have a job at a cloth store. Why do you need to look for another 
job?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘That job in the cloth store is not interesting and has nothing to 
with what I studied. That’s why now 

I am going to work abroad,’ Karan said holding Sadhana’s hand. 



‘You are going abroad for work? Where ?’ Sadhana asked and was 
surprised. 

‘Saudi Arabia. I have been trying for a long time. At last it is fixed,’ 
Karan said. 

‘Why didn’t you tell me about it before? If you had told me I 
wouldn’t have let you even try,’ Sadhana said withdrawing her hand 
from his holding. 

‘Don’t say like that Sadhana. It’s only for two years. I did not tell 
you before because I am not sure whether it would work out. The visa 
has come too,’ Karan said happily. 

Suddenly she remembered what Champa had said Somlal was 
fixing a job for Makar abroad. Maybe he had fixed it for Karan too. 
She felt scared when she remembered Somlal. She was afraid of asking 
Karan who fixed a job for him, and she did not want to ask either. 

‘Don’t go abroad to work, Karan,’ Sadhana warned. 

‘What can I do if there is no work here ? It would have been better 
if I could take you along with me,’ Karan said. 

‘No, I don’t want to go to work in foreign countries,’ Sadhana said 
without looking at Karan. 

‘It’s alright if you don’t want to work in foreign countries. I will 
not force you. But fill out this form. Make a passport. You need a 
passport to visit foreign countries. I will earn and bring money home 
after I work for two years. Then I will take you along. Take and fill out 
this form. I will help you,’ Karan handed over the form to Sadhana. 

‘I don’t like to work abroad at all. You are so determined to go 
abroad. It is better if you don’t,’ Sadhana said and she folded the form. 

‘Why?’ 
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‘Because you have to work hard. You might not get enough salary 
as you are supposed. You might suffer and be taken ill. You might be 
exploited. We must not think of money only. We must not be greedy. 
Greed begets suffering,’ Sadhana said repeating what she had said to 
Champa. 

‘How do you know about these things?’ Karan asked in 
astonishment. 

‘Bishakha told me. That’s why I know,’ Sadhana said and she held 
Karan’s hand. 

‘Sadhana, whatever you are saying is not right. It is not right 
because if we don’t get good work here we are bound to go abroad. I 
have no choice. I am compelled to go abroad for work. When I work 
for two years abroad I’ll be able to build at least one floor house in the 
small land my father had bought. I’ll be able to run a shop later,’ Karan 
told his thoughts. 

‘I like to work at this nursery rather than running a shop,’ Sadhana 
said and smiled. 

‘Really?’ he asked. 

‘Yes.’ 

Karan held Sadhana’s hand tightly looking at her cracked hands. 

‘Look, your hands have cracks,’ Karan said as he looked at 
Sadhana’s hands. 

‘I have to work a lot. That’s why,’ Sadhana said and she pulled her 
hand. Karan didn’t release her hand. 

‘I think even if pay is less, work at the store. You can find the work 
you prefer here later,’ Sadhana suggested again. But Karan didn’t agree. 

Sadhana took Karan around the vast four-ropani land of the 
nursery. She showed him the variety of flowers such as marigold, 
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calendula, celosia, dahlia, daisy, geranium, carnation, nasturtium, 
petunia, tulip and rose. There were two blooming yellow lotus in a 
small pond. They stoked the lotus flowers blooming. A little further 
they stopped to look at two colored leaved plants. Karan looked at the 
plant closely. 

‘This plant which grows in only two colors yellow in the middle 
and green at the outer petals is called Culix in English, I don’t what it 
is called in Nepal Bhasa. It has only leaves and no flowers. This plant 
is usually kept for decoration in the lobbies of hotels,’ Sadhana said. 

‘You have a good knowledge of flowers,’ Karan said. 

Meanwhile a foreign lady came there to buy flowers. Sadhana 
stopped talking to Karan and attended her. The foreign customer 
roamed around to see flowers. Karan could not help laughing hearing 
Sadhana speak a few words in English. A Newar boy came by to buy 
flowers. He asked the price. 

‘This small polythene costs Rs. 15. That big one costs Rs. 30,’ 
Sadhana said pointing at them. 

And this ?’ The boy asked pointing at another plant. 

‘This is a bit expensive. It costs Rs. 60,’ Sadhana told him. The boy 
took six big polythenes growing white plant with purple borders. He 
took eight marigold plants. The foreign lady was roaming around with 
two polythenes in her hand. Sadhana packed all the plants the boy had 
selected in four plastic bags. The boy took the four plastic bags and 
went to the nursery’s office for payment. 

‘Sadhana, you have lots of work. I should not disturb. Now I must 
leave. I’ll meet you in the evening after 5. I’ll wait there at the crossing,’ 
Karan said and left. 

Sadhana agreed. She saw Karan to the gate. He looked at the office 
next to the gate and went saying ‘Bye!’ to her. He waved at Sadhana. 
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She waved back at him. She went back to work. She put the form 
Karan had given her in her bag. 

She came to attend the foreign lady. She put all the flowers in the 
plastic bag the lady had selected in the plastic bags and took them to 
the office. 

Sadhana remembered Karan again and again as she was working. 
‘I’ll meet you in the evening at 5, I’ll wait at the crossing.’ Karan’s words 
were echoing in her ears. She thought of giving a poster of Anitya to 
Karan. 

Karan called out Sadhana as she reached the crossing and took her 
to a restaurant. Sadhana was shy as she had never been to any restaurant 
before. Karan put down a cloth-bag he had brought. He ordered food. 
They usually spoke about only a few things when they met on the 
street but today they talked sitting at the restaurant. Sadhana told 
him about her problems when Karan asked. The death of her father, 
mother going blind, failing in the eighth grade, giving up school and 
so on. Karan seemed sad after listening to her. He changed the topic 
and talked about the times when Sadhana was younger. 

‘Do you remember I gave you an alphabet book when you were 
small? Do you remember me teaching you to read and write the 
alphabets ?’ Karan said. 

‘Yes, yes. Later when I went to school, it was easier for me to read 
and write,’ Sadhana said happily. 

They stopped talking when the food arrived and ate it. He told 
that it was difficult to fix a job abroad and that he had to bribe two 
lakhs rupees. Sadhana once again requested Karan not to go abroad. 
He did not listen to her. She remained silent. 

‘Sadhana, I love you a lot. Do you love me?’ Karan asked as he 
wiped his mouth and hands with a napkin. 
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Sadhana smiled after listening to Karan. She wiped her hands and 
mouth with a napkin without saying anything. 

‘I’ll come back from Saudi Arabia after two years. Then we shall 
marry. Is it ok?’ Karan asked again. 

She blushed and smiled. 

‘I think your smile means yes,’ Karan said and smiled. 

Sadhana remained silent and just smiled. She felt happy as he had 
proposed her for marriage. He kept looking at her and gave the bag to 
her, which he had brought with him. 

She looked into the bag and took out a pair of salwar kurta with 
green prints. She was happy to see the dress. 

‘Wow! I like this color,’ she said looking at the dress. 

‘I know that you love this green color. That’s why I selected green,’ 
he said happily. 

She put back the dress into the bag. Then she took out a poster 
from her bag and gave it to him. 

He unrolled the poster. He was puzzled as he didn’t understand 
the meaning of the poster. He looked at her once and again looked at 
the poster. 

‘This is about Anitya. Do you like it? 

‘Oh, nice,’ he said and smiled. 

They thanked each other and were happy. 

Sadhana enjoyed eating with Karan at restaurant. 

‘I’ll like to take you to Tokha once if there’s time. That place is 
wonderful. There’s a beautiful waterfall. You’ll be amazed to see this 
fantastic waterfall,’ he said. 
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‘Really?’ she was amazed. 

They came out of the restaurant. Champa saw them. She came and 
spoke to them. Karan said, ‘Bye,’ and went off. She talked to Champa. 
She told her everything about him. 

Sadhana parted from Champa and walked briskly. She bought a 
bundle of spinach and garlic from the vendor in the street. She bought 
a packet of salt, turmeric powder, fenugreek, cumin powder. When she 
reached the rented room it was almost eight in the evening. 

‘Sadhana, why are you late today?’ Radhika asked worriedly. 

Sadhana was faced with the dilemma of whether or not to tell her 
mother about Karan taking her to the restaurant. How would she take 
it if she told her. She decided not to tell. 

‘There was some more work at the nursery, so I got late mother,’ 
Sadhana lied. 

She knew that she shouldn’t be lying. She felt bad lying to her 
mother. She changed her clothes. She hurriedly lit the stove and started 
preparing the meal. She cooked the spinach and garlic. 

‘Sadhana, I forgot to tell you. Belmaya came here today afternoon. 
Her sons are getting married this Friday. They are going to do the 
wedding ceremony at Pachali in the morning and host feast,’ Radhika 
said. 


After the meal, her mother said, ‘You should go to the wedding as 
Belmaya has invited us.’ 

‘I won’t go mother,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Champa also came. She waited for you,’ Radhika said. 

She didn’t say that she had already met Champa. 

‘Didn’t she bring sweets?’ Sadhana asked. 
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‘No. She said that she is going to work abroad to earn lots of 
money by dancing,’ she said laying down on bed. 

‘Yes, mother she is going abroad,’ Sadhana said as she put the 
blanket over her mother. 

‘Isn’t Champa leaving her mother alone ? What will happen if she 
falls in a bad company in a foreign country,’ Radhika said worriedly. 

‘I told her not to go abroad, but she didn’t listen to me, mother,’ 
she said sitting down beside her on bed. 

She laid down beside her mother. She pulled the blanket over 
herself. 

‘I don’t know what Champa is thinking. But her mother is not 
like me, she is strong enough to work. I am blind and I cannot work. 
You have to suffer because of me. You had to give up school to work,’ 
Radhika said sadly. Then she patted on Sadhana’s head. 

‘I don’t have any problem because I have to work, mother. I gave 
up going to school because I wasn’t interested. I did that in my own 
will, not because I have to work,’ Sadhana said looking at her mother. 

‘How would I have lived if you are not around, Sadhana?’ Radhika 
again. She patted her daughter’s hair fondly. 

Sadhana felt disheartened after listening to her. 

‘Don’t be disheartened, mother,’ Sadhana couldn’t say anything 
more. 

Radhika turned over and went to sleep. Sadhana couldn’t sleep 
for a long time. Karan came to her mind. Her ears echoed with only 
Karan’s voice. 
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CHAPTER 



Karan and Sadhana made an outing to Banmahadev at Tokha. 

It was a sunny day. The cool breeze blew. There was a big waterfall 
flowing down along hills. There was a huge tree in front of the waterfall. 
He was lying down with his head on her lap under the tree. She was 
enjoying the waterfall that was falling on boulders at the bottom 
making a musical sound. 

‘Sadhana, I’ve been to this place before. It is a very beautiful place. 
That’s why I’ve brought you here today. I have to leave for Saudi Arabia 
after four days. I’ll be back only after two years,’ Karan said. 

‘Two years will pass quickly. What can I do ? I have asked you not 
to go so many times,’ Sadhana said stroking his hair. 

‘I told you not to stop me from going and you’ve said it again now,’ 
he got irritated. 



He lifted his head and sat down. He looked at the people passing 
by. They kept their belongings at the shelter near the tree. 

‘Look there straight. There’s a cave. Inside the cave there is 
Banmahadev,’ he said. 

She looked towards where he was pointing. There were two 
boulders in between the opening of the cave. 

‘What is a cave?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘A cave is a big hole in the side of a hill. One can go in. Banmahadev 
is inside. Let’s go in,’ he said as he held Sadhana’s hand. 

They went to the cave. Sadhana looked at the opening of the cave. 
She couldn’t see anything inside. 

‘It’s so dark. I’m afraid to go in.’ Sadhana stepped backwards. 

‘You don’t have to be scared. I’m here,’ he said, and he took out a 
candle and a box of matches from his pocket. She hesitated to go into 
the cave. 

Karan lit the candle. Meanwhile three women and a man with 
puj a plates went into the cave with candles. Sadhana held Karan’s hand 
and went in after them. They bent down a little and walked slowly. She 
worshipped Banmahadev in the candlelight. She held his hand and 
came out of the cave. 

Sadhana took off her shoes. She pulled her trousers up to her 
knees and sat on a big stone. She dipped her feet into the water. 

‘So cold water!’ she exclaimed. 
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She washed her face. He didn’t join her and just sat beside him. 

‘Sadhana!’ he said lovingly. 

‘I am wearing this kurta you gave to me. I forgot to ask you how it 
looks. Does it suit me?’ she asked. 

‘I already noticed it even if you hadn’t asked. Green color suits you 
a lot. So I bought the green one as you like it. I’ve told you that before,’ 
Karan replied hugging her. 

‘They’re watching us. Don’t,’ she said shyly. 

But he didn’t stop hugging her. The people coming out of the cave 
looked at them and smiled. 

‘Sadhana, you haven’t put any makeup on your face. Still you look 
beautiful. Natural beauty. I like this curly hair of yours too,’ he said 
stroking her hair. 

She was pleased when he was caressing her. She closed her eyes 
with happiness. 

‘I will tell about this beautiful place to Bishakha tomorrow,’ 
Sadhana said as she opened her eyes. 

Karan didn’t like her mentioning Bishakha. 

‘Didn’t I tell you not to mention anyone when I’m with you?’ 
Karan said annoyingly. 

She was surprised at his annoyance. She kept playing with her legs 
in the water without saying anything. He gave a look at the waterfall, 
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and then looked at her. He kissed her hand. 


‘Sadhana, let’s go up now. I will show you the place from where 
the waterfall comes,’ he said. 

‘Let’s go,’ she said. They climbed the hill and came to the source 
of the waterfall. 

‘Wow! It’s very exciting up here,’ Sadhana said in excitement. 

They stood near the source of the waterfall. They could see the 
people going into the cave and having snacks at the shelter below. 

They climbed higher up. She looked around and saw the hill was 
full of trees. Silence all around. She got scared as there were no people 
to be seen. She insisted him on going downwards. He didn’t listen to 
her. He made Sadhana sit under a tree. He sat with her. 

‘Sadhana, I will have to go leaving you behind. The visa has come. 
I have to go after 4 days. I don’t know how much difficulty I will have 
to face to spend two years without you. As you said the days will pass 
quickly,’ he said hugging her. 

‘Isn’t it ok if you don’t go ?’ she asked said as she held his hand. He 
didn’t want to listen to her. He got irritated again. 

‘I will not say anything now,’ she said with apology. 

He laughed and embraced her. 

‘After I marry you I will not send you to work in others’ houses. 
I will only send you to the nursery you like. I will make you happy 
forever as much as I can,’ he said embracing her. 
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She felt extremely happy about his love for her. She also hugged 
him tightly. She felt a man’s body for the first time. 

‘Sadhana, I will not be able to live without you, my beloved.’ He 
was stroking her back. 

She was enjoying the way he was stroking her. Suddenly, she 
remembered what Bishakha had told her about necking and petting. 
She pulled herself away from him. He held her hands and tried to pull 
her towards him. She resisted him. 

‘You’re a really strong lady,’ he said. 

She smiled. He tried to pull her again by holding her hands. She 
pulled her hands away. He was surprised at this sudden behavior of 
her. He couldn’t stop her as she ran down. Karan had to follow her. 
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CHAPTER 



Sadhana hurriedly got herself ready to go to Bishakha after the 
laundry. It was almost 2 in the afternoon when she reached Bishakha’s 
house. She had informed her that she wouldn’t be able to come on last 
Saturday but didn’t tell the reason. She didn’t speak to her when they 
met downstairs and went up. She took the bundle of clothes gathered 
in the lobby and went to the terrace. When she asked her why she 
didn’t come last Saturday, she hesitated to answer. She just smiled and 
opened the packet of washing powder and the soaps. 

‘Sadhana, have you read the article I had told you to read?’ 
Bishakha asked. But she didn’t ask again why she didn’t come last 
Saturday. 

‘No, I didn’t have time to read it. I’ll do when I have time,’ Sadhana 
replied arranging the laundry. 

Utpala came up to the terrace with her mother and greeted them. 

‘Utpala, have you read the Triratna magazine?’ Bishakha asked 
Utpala. 



‘Yes, I read it,’ Utpala replied as she sat down on a stool. 

‘What did you understand after reading that?’ Bishakha asked as 
she sat on a stool too. 

‘I understand how a person lands in the path of destruction and 
suffering,’ Utpala answered. 

‘Sadhana, listen to what Utpala says. I don’t know when you will 
read that,’ Bishakha said as she turned the pages of the book in her 
hand. 

Sadhana didn’t respond because she was not paying attention to 
Utpala. She checked all the pockets of shirts before putting them into 
water. She found the thousand rupee note in the pocket of a shirt. She 
showed the shirt to Bishakha and gave her the note. Bishakha kept 
the note inside the book saying that the shirt belonged to her elder 
brother. 

‘Your mother used to check all the pockets before washing. 
Once she found a diamond ring from my elder brother’s pants. He 
was worried and was searching for it everywhere. When I told him 
his ring was found in his pants pocket he was relieved. Then he came 
home running with a packet of sweets. He first gave it to your mother,’ 
Bishakha said to Sadhana. 

‘Our maid would have never returned it. I have never known she 
returns any money she finds in pockets. She troubled us by stealing a 
lot things so we dismissed her,’ Utpala told about the main who used 
to work for them. 

Shanta came. Sadhana looked at her and she look different. She 
did not see her last Saturday because she had gone to Tokha with 
Karan. Shanta wiped her hands with her towel and sat at a corner of 
the terrace and smiled at Sadhana. She asked after Radhika. She replied 
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her mother was fine. She saw a sindur on the hair partition and red tika 
on her forehead. She had six glass bangles on her both hands. Shanta 
who used to wear light colored sari was wearing a maroon-colored 
sari. She had a red necklace on. Sadhana understood the reason of 
the sudden change in Shanta’s appearance. But she felt uneasy to ask. 
She didn’t even ask about Champa. She started washing the clothes. 
Bishakha was reading the book. Utpala went to the kitchen. 

‘I met Belmaya yesterday. Her sons got married. She said that she 
has two daughters-in-law. She need not work much at home and she is 
relieved,’ Shanta said. 

She didn’t tell anything about herself and Champa. 

Sadhana went to the kitchen as soon as she heard Bishakha’s 
sister-in-law call her. She brought two plates of snacks. She gave one to 
Shanta and took the other for herself. 

‘Last Saturday you didn’t come so I did the laundry. That’s why 
there are not many clothes for washing today,’ Shanta said taking the 
snacks. 

Now Sadhana knew why there was less laundry. But she didn’t 
say anything and finished eating snacks. She went to the kitchen and 
brought tea. 

‘It easier for me today because you washed the clothes, Shanta 
aunt,’ Sadhana said after tea. 

Shanta smiled at Sadhana as she had appreciated her. Then she said 
what Belmaya had told her that her sons were good and daughters-in- 
law were also good. But Sadhana just listened. She didn’t ask anything 
further and washed the two plates and two cups and put them at a 
corner. 
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At this moment, Bishakha, Bishakha’s mother, aunt and Utpala 
came out of the kitchen. 

Belmaya who was talkative didn’t come to work anymore. Sadhana 
was the daughter of her friend, Radhika. That’s why Shanta didn’t feel 
like staying there. 

‘I’ll go’ Shanta said and left. 

‘Look at women’s fate. Shanta is a widow. Now she is with a 
widower who is the same age of hers.’ Bishakha’s mother talked about 
Shanta. 

‘Who is the guy?’ Bishakha’s aunt asked. 

‘The guy who brings gas cylinders here. He delivers gas cylinders. 
He looks gentle. They knew each other before and fell in love. It’s 
better if they stay together happily. But her daughter, Champa, is 
having affairs with the man who has a wife and children in the village 
and is much older than she. Shanta has a happier life but her daughter 
will suffer,’ Bishakha’s mother said. 

‘Yes, that might happen,’ the aunt said. 

Sadhana didn’t say anything after listening about her friend and 
her friend's mother. She knew Champa had eloped with Makar. 

‘Now let’s not talk about them. They will have to face whatever 
they have done,’ Bishakha said as she didn’t want to hear anything 
more. 

Everyone stopped talking about Shanta and Champa. Bishakha’s 
mother told Sadhana to wash all the gods in the worship room upstairs. 
‘Ok’ Sadhana said and went upstairs and kept all the god idols in a 
bucket and brought them down. She sat at the tap and started washing 
them. 
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‘This Sadhana is a really hard working young lady. She washed 
the idols so well they shine now,’ Bishakha’s aunt said as she looked at 
Sadhana. 

‘She is not only a hard working lady but also honest,’ Bishakha’s 
sister-in-law praised Sadhana. 

She gave some examples of Sadhana’s honesty. Sadhana smiled. 

‘There are not many honest young women around these days. The 
young woman who used to work at my place troubled me a lot. Rice, 
pulses, sugar, tea, beaten rice would run out fast. Tater I found out 
that it was her who had been stealing. She would finish all the works 
in three hours. I never watched her working and checked whether she 
had done the work properly. Most of the time I am home watching TV 
serials after lunch’, Bishakha’s aunt told them. 

‘How did you know that girl stole things?’ Bishakha’s mother 
asked. 

‘My daughter-in-law has a hunch that the maid is stealing things. 
One day she was waiting for a neighbor outside the house. She saw 
the main coming out of our house with a bag. She stopped her to 
check the bag. It had two-kilo of rice. She called and showed it to 
me, too. The neighbor also told us she had seen her carrying big bags 
after work. That girl was so shameless. She cried and confessed she had 
been stealing things. She swore that she won’t steal and asked us to 
forgive her. But we fired her then and there. Now we have someone, 
’Bishakha’s aunt said. 

Bishakha’s aunt brought out a new topic of a marriage proposal 
for Bishakha. A groom and his family were eager to hear Bishakha’s 
response. Bishakha, her mother, aunt, Utpala and Sadhana all laughed. 

‘I’ve finished M.A. in Buddhism and started Ph.D. in Culture. I 
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have to write a thesis too. I have lots of work. So, let’s not talk about 
my marriage now,’ Bishakha said and smiled. 

‘Bishakha, you have studied a lot. You like to study very much. 
When I was studying B.A. in Padma Kanya Campus, I was not 
interested in studies. On top of that, I didn’t like to study after marriage 
either. I feel sleepy when I read books. I didn’t sat for B.A. Exams. You 
have already completed M.A. in two subjects. Again, you have started 
Ph.D. I will not force you to marry. I will tell my sister’s brother-in-law 
what you have said,’ Bishakha’s aunt said and laughed. 

‘Ok, aunt,’ Bishakha said calmly. 

‘There is a proposal for Utpala too. She said she would marry only 
after M.A. in Buddhism,’ the aunt said looking towards Utpala. 

Utpala, Bishakha and Sadhana smiled listening to Bishakha’s aunt. 

‘You said you have to go shopping, didn’t you?’ Utpala asked her 
mother. 

‘Yes, wait. A groom who sent a proposal for Utpala is a doctor. I 
will accept the proposal if Utpala says yes,’ Utpala’s mother said. 

‘We mustn’t force. Let them decide,’ Bishakha’s mother said her 
thoughts. 

‘Yes, I know we mustn’t force. When your younger son comes of 
marriageable age and when Bishakha finishes her Ph.D. you can marry 
them at the same time,’ Bishakha’s aunt laughed. 

‘Let’s see what happens,’ Bishakha’s mother said. 

‘It is getting late. Let’s go for shopping. You can talk forever,’ 
Utpala said to her mother as she looked at her watch. 
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Bishakha’s aunt looked at Sadhana collecting all the god idols and 
putting them in a basket. She took them up to the worship room. She 
once again praised Sadhana for diligence. She left and Utpala went 
with her mother. 

‘Sadhana, you must also have marriage proposals,’ Bishakha’s 
mother said to Sadhana. 

Sadhana didn’t say anything. 

‘Do you love someone?’ she asked. 

Sadhana still didn’t say anything. She just smiled. 

‘Sadhana, say yes or no. 

‘Yes,’ Sadhana said shyly. 

‘Who?’ 

‘Karan.’ 

‘Who is Karan? Where does he live?’ Bishakha’s mother asked 
about Karan. 

Sadhana told her all about Karan. He had gone to Saudi Arabia 
to work for two years. She even told that Karan had told her that he 
would come back after two years and marry her. Karan had said that 
he wouldn’t send her to work other places except the nursery. Bishakha 
and her mother were disappointed listening to her. They looked at 
Sadhana and remained silent. 

‘We have Shanta in place of Belmaya and she washes clothes too. 
Sadhana, don’t stop working here. It’s ok that you get married after two 
years with your beloved. You are employed in the nursery too. Please 
come on Saturdays only just like now,’ Bishakha looked at Sadhana. 
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‘Yes, if you don’t come who will wash all the god idols ?’ Bishakha’s 
mother said. 

Bishakha’s sister-in-law came out of the kitchen and said to 
Sadhana, ‘Sadhana, where will we find a hardworking, honest lady like 
you? It will be difficult for find someone like you. We have Shanta for 
work, but she is not like you. She is a little greedy. She has a bad habit 
of asking for things. She does not steal anything. She asked for two 
cups, and I gave them. She asked for the steel containers for spices, 
I gave it to her. She asked for two melamine plates. I gave them too. 
Now, she is asking for an iron pan. I’ve told her that I will not give that. 
She takes extra detergent and soaps after washing clothes,’ Sister-in-law 
said. 


Sadhana was dumbfounded listening to her about Shanta. She 
thought that she had never asked for anything. She was satisfied with 
whatever she was given. 

‘Oh, I don’t know why she asks so many things. Belmaya does not 
ask for things. She is satisfied with snacks we give to her. She loves 
food. She asks for more food. That’s why she is so fat. Shanta doesn’t eat 
like her. Now what will we do, Bishakha? You have the responsibility 
of looking after the people working at our house and paying them,’ 
Bishakha’s mother said looking at her. 

‘Now if Shanta asks anything, tell her to talk to me. Aunt, you 
don’t say anything,’ Bishakha said looking at her sister-in-law. 

‘Ok, then I will not say anything from now on,’ she said and went 
down. 

Bishakha’s mother discussed about how to correct Shanta’s bad 
habits. 

‘Among those who have worked in our house, Radhika and 
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Sadhana are good. They are not only good but also they are hard 
working. They are not greedy, and do not ask for things. They are 
satisfied with whatever is given to them. They don’t talk about things; 
they don’t talk about people, both the mother and daughter are 
very kind,’ Bishakha’s mother said as she kept her hand on Sadhana’s 
shoulder and smiled. 

Sadhana’s eyes filled up with tears as she heard praises for herself 
and her mother. She looked at Bishakha smiling at her. 
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CHAPTER 



‘Sadhana, you have been facing with troubles since your childhood. 
Now your mother lost her eyesight. You have to face this too,’ Bishakha 
said sympathetically. 

Sadhana sat down in front of Bishakha after the laundry but 
couldn’t say anything. Bishakha was busy with her Ph.D. and didn’t 
have time to talk to Sadhana even on Saturdays. It had been four 
months since she couldn’t talk to her. Winter was almost over. Still it 
was cold. She was reading a book basking in the sun. She could now 
talk to Sadhana who had just finished her work. 

After shopping, Bishakha’s mother came up to the terrace to bask 
in the sun. 

‘Sadhana, your mother will suffer even more when you get 
married,’ Bishakha’s mother observed. 

‘Don’t say that, mother. I am going to explain her. Sadhana, when 
Karan comes back, you will marry him and live with him. Think how 
you will manage to take care of your mother. The married life is busy 
and you won’t have enough to care your mother. However, you must 



look after her. You don’t need to do Dharma and donate anything 
else. Taking care of your mother is one of donations. I have told you 
about this. Do you remember or not ?’ Bishakha repeated what she had 
earlier told Sadhana. 

‘Yes, I remember,’ Sadhana said. 

Bishakha was relieved to hear her, and so was Bishakha’s mother. 
She thanked her daughter for teaching Sadhana good karma. 

Sadhana swept the terrace. Bishakha asked her after Radhika. 
They talked about Karan too. 

She told Bishkha about Karan taking her to a lonely place when 
they visited Tokha. 

She said, ‘I remembered what you had told me during my barah. 
Karan embraced me and wanted to kiss me. Then I stopped him. He 
tried to kiss me. But I didn’t give in. I pulled myself from him and ran 
away,’ Sadhana narrated and blushed. 

Bishakha laughed listening to what she told her. Now she knew 
why Sadhana did not come last Saturday. Sadhana also told her happily 
that Karan who had already called her twice from Saudi Arabia. 

‘Sadhana, you didn’t waste my teachings of Panchashil. You did 
the right thing. You are also following Panchashil. Tell all your friends 
about Panchashil. And do follow it in future too,’ Bishakha said. 

‘Okay, Bishakha,’ Sadhana said. 

After hearing the description of the waterfall and cave in Tokha 
from Sadhana, Bishakha wanted to visit the place. She thought of 
going there for a picnic after her birthday. 

Bishakha’s mobile rang and talked. Sadhana started watering the 
flowerpots. She showed her a small green leaf of the branch. 
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Bishakha said, ‘When spring approaches, buds appear on the 
branch. Buds develop into leaves.’ 

‘As spring approaches, a first small leaf will grow. Gradually many 
leaves will grow. Then buds will grow. You had told me that the buds 
grow into beautiful flowers. Spring is already here, Sadhana,’ Bishakha 
said looking at the branch. 

‘Then let’s call this spring first leaf Sadhana said in excitement. 

‘Yes, this is spring first leaf. When the other grows, then we’ll call 
it second, third, fourth, and so on,’ Bishkha said and laughed. 

‘Okay,’ Sadhana said and smiled. 

Bishakha asked about Sadhana’s work in the nursery. She said 
she enjoyed working there. She described various types of flowers and 
which months and seasons they bloomed including which flowers 
were offered to which gods and so on. 

‘I remember planting tulsi during a rainy season,’ Bishakha said. 

Bishakha went down saying that she had some work in the 
computer. Sadhana was alone in the terrace. She enjoyed the beauty of 
the rose stem breaking out a small green leaf. She was extremely happy 
as if she had never seen any leaf like that before. She touched and felt 
the leaf. 

The sun was setting. Chill wind blew her thick, black, curly hair. 
It almost covered her face. She arranged it and looked at the first leaf 
of spring. As she looked at it, she saw the smiling face of Karan on 
the leaf. She remembered him and the happy moments she spent with 
him. She wished she would have wonderful moments with Karan later 
in her life. Her wish grew higher as the waves in the sea. She imagined 
being with him and flew away in her imagination. 
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CHAPTER 



‘My dear Sadhana, 

Two years passed quickly as you had said. I remember you a lot. 
Even if I have no time in the afternoon from work, you often come to 
my mind while having meal. In fact, I called you thrice or more. But as 
I didn’t have time from work, I didn’t talk longer on the phone. I have 
come back to Nepal now. But I have to return again. In other words, 
I came on two-week leave. My job has been extended for two years 
more. Isn’t this happy news, Sadhana? 

I told you on phone that the work is very difficult. I didn’t say 
anything about it on phone. I will tell you now. I work as a laborer in 
a company. I wake up early in the morning, eat breakfast, and go to 
work. They give us meal in the afternoon. In the evening I come back 
to my room, eat whatever food I have brought and sleep. I sleep on 
the mat on the floor. I can’t tell how hot it is out there. I live, eat and 
sleep in this small room. Compared to workers in other companies, 
I have better facilities. I am telling you this because I cannot live any 
longer without you. I keep remembering you all the time. That’s why I 



managed to find a job for you. I came to Nepal for you. I came to take 
you, Sadhana. We would marry there and stay together. There is at least 
a room to stay. We would work together. What shall I do, Sadhana? 
I promised I would marry you after two years and make you happy. 
Sorry, Sadhana, I will not be able to keep my promise now. Don’t be 
sad, Sadhana. We both shall work for two years there. I will help you 
at work. You can help me too. I will be with you for the whole day and 
you with me. I am telling the right thing, am I not, Sadhana? Shall I 
tell you why I thought we both should work there ? We are still young 
and we can earn money. If we don’t earn now, when do we earn? This 
age is the time when we are strong to work. Let us go and make use of 
this time. If we can work hard at this time, we will have happy and easy 
life later on. So, you and I shall go there to work for two years. We will 
save money. Then come back to Nepal. We will build a small house in 
our land here. We will live life happily by running a small shop here. I 
will make you happy as much as I can. 

I will not be able to say what will happen after two years. Perhaps 
my work might be extended again for two more years. That will be 
better. We’ll have an opportunity to earn more money. We will have 
lots of money, and we can save money even after we build the house. 
We can keep the money in the bank. The bank will provide us interest 
I will give that to you. If you want you can buy jewelry, or else you can 
open your own nursery. You can do what you want. I will always help 
you. 

One more thing. Two years back, before I went to Saudi Arabia 
you had told me that your mother lost her eyesight. When I heard 
this I felt really sad. I didn’t tell you but I couldn’t sleep for the whole 
night. I was extremely upset. Then I said to myself that I should not 
be too sad. Whatever had to happen has already happened. We cannot 
stop that. Let me tell you frankly. I have told you that I have come 
to take you to Saudi Arabia with me. I am not able to take care for 
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your mother. Sorry, Sadhana, so you must think of making some 
arrangement for your mother. You don’t have any relatives here, right ? 
Sol don’t know what to do. You can put her up at the house of some 
person you know or there might be any other option. If you cannot 
arrange for your mother you will not be able to come with me. It’s all 
right. I will not force you. I will go alone and work there for two years. 
It’s only two years. As my work is extended for two years and on top of 
that there is work for you too, I couldn’t say no, Sadhana. I don’t care 
if you say that I will suffer for two more years. But if we both work 
together, I can assure you that our sufferings will turn into happiness. 
Won’t we change sadness to happiness, Sadhana? 

If you aren’t able to come with me, it is okay. What to do if you 
cannot come leaving your mother behind, and then I will have to 
go alone ? I have already told you that I cannot assure you what will 
happen after two years. I am feeling heavy-hearted to tell you. How 
should I tell you? If I don’t come back after two years, will you be 
waiting for me. So I am telling you with all my open heart. Sadhana, 
don’t wait for me. You can marry some other guy. Why wait for me? 
How much will you wait for me? I will not be able to decide about 
myself. Today and tomorrow will pass. You are a young girl of 21 years 
old. Gradually you would get older and older as the poster you gave 
me depicts. I remember that poster very well. The poster of Anitya 
shows how a young girl’s face is covered with wrinkles. The lines on 
her face become like the Bishnumati and the Bagmati. Her thick hair 
also grows thin. Not only that, the black hair turns grey. Her teeth also 
fall. When there are no teeth, her cheeks and mouth sink. I am able to 
say about this Anitya from the poster you gave me. You will be able to 
tell better than me. 

I remember you giving me an example of Anitya and telling me 
not to go abroad. I didn’t listen to your repeated requests. You told me 
not give up the job even if I was paid less. The salary was so low I was 
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ashamed to tell anybody. You said it would increase later on or I could 
find a much better job here. You assured me it would not be the same 
forever. You explained to me that work is also Anitya. I was irritated 
and bored hearing that work is also Anitya; I will stop this here. Please 
don’t get angry because I said this. 

When I was abroad for two years I missed my mother. When 
she passed away two months ago I couldn’t have a last look at her 
face. My father is living in a rented room. Hie money I have earned 
working for two years is not enough to build a house in the small land 
father bought. Now if I work here, the pay is very less. How will I build 
a house with such less income? How will I open a shop? How will 
we have a comfortable life? Sadhana, I wish to earn a lot and lave a 
comfortable life. That’s why I gave up the work that paid me less and 
went abroad to work. My salary is fifty thousand in a month. You say 
that we mustn’t be greedy. Sadhana, what can we do without being 
greedy? Is it all right if we don’t earn? Not at all, Sadhana. Why don’t 
you understand? How do I explain? 

Let’s talk about our love. We know each other since childhood. 
No other girls on campus could win my heart. You could. I decided 
to marry you. When you agreed my joy knew no bounds. I was so 
happy at that time I cannot explain that to you. You were happy too, 
I remember. 

I don’t do what you don’t like. In Tokha when we sat in front of 
the waterfall enjoying it I felt your slim body. Wow, I felt so happy 
then. I still remember that moment of joy. It would be nice if we could 
visit the waterfall and spend some time. If time favors we shall got 
there again. I almost forgot to tell you one thing. You are very timid. 
Why were you so scared when I took you uphill with many trees ? The 
place was so romantic. We were embarrassing. When I was going to 
kiss you, you were so scared you pushed me and ran away from me. I 
was surprised and angry. But I smiled without showing my anger. 
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Sadhana, your birthday is on the Bode jatra. When I first went to 
see the jatra with my friends, I didn’t notice you at all. Later when you 
came to speak to me then I saw you. If you hadn’t come to speak to 
me, I wouldn’t have seen you. The following year two of us went to see 
the jatra. We also went to see the sindur jatra of Thimi in the morning. 
People carry 32 god chariots and throw up sindur. It was great fun. 
Then we went to Bode to see the tongue-piercing jatra. You said that 
we need to stay in the front in order to see it better, so both of us stood 
being pushed and pressed in the crowd. We had lots of sweat to see 
the tongue- piercing jatra. I had never seen any jatra with so much of 
difficulty. I could see that because of you. But I had more fun as the 
crowd pushed us because you were with me. I hugged you and you 
clutched my shirt tightly. We didn’t separate even if the crowd pushed 
hard. You told me the legend of the jatra too. You also told me Namo 
Buddha was a really beautiful place. But as I was busy organizing myself 
to go abroad, we couldn’t go to Namo Buddha. After the visa came, 
there were lots of work. Even if we couldn’t go to Namo Buddha, we 
visited Tokha. 

Sadhana, I love you so much. I don’t have words to say how much 
I love you. And I also know how much you love me, too. In other 
words, only both of us know how much we love each other. Have you 
told anyone about our love ? Don’t. It would be better if you don’t tell 
anyone. We had once met your friend Champa as we came out of the 
restaurant. She looks very clever, and don’t tell her either. It wouldn’t 
be nice if she told others about us. So both of us shall keep our love in 
our hearts. Do you understand? 

Sadhana, I have written everything I wanted to tell you and 
whatever I felt at heart. I will not be able to tell you from word of my 
mouth. I will not be able to tell you properly. That’s why I wrote this 
letter and came to give it to you. Maybe we would meet and talk soon. 
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I have to go away after two weeks. So if you wish to marry me I 
will take you along with me. It’s all right if you don’t want to come 
leaving your mother behind. I will go alone. I cannot assure you about 
the future. So I am telling you again that you mustn’t wait for me. Are 
you coming with me or not? You need to think about this soon and 
decide. 

Yours ever, 

Karan’ 

After Sadhana read the letter, she felt as if she were sinking into 
the ground. The letter of Karan fell down from her hand. Her face 
started sweating. Her mouth dried up. She liked half of the things he 
had written and didn’t like the other half. She was restless. She paced 
back and forth. She drank water. 

Radhika was laying on bed as she wasn’t feeling well. She looked 
at her mother and walked around the room. She looked out of the 
window. There were no children playing now; they were playing a few 
moments ago. Maybe they went for lunch. She had another tension as 
soon as she saw the house owner. She remembered last week he had 
told her to clear up the rooms for storeroom. She came away from the 
window before the house owner could see her. She sat on bed with her 
mother. She put Karan’s letter under the pillow. She closed her eyes. As 
she remembered what Karan had written she felt as if she were in fire. 
She was tense and restless. What should she do now? What would be 
best to do for her mother? How should she arrange her? She didn’t 
wish to leave her blind mother behind. She liked to work at the nursery. 
She had to work at Bishakha’s house on Saturdays. Her earning was 
enough for them. But now she would have to rent a room elsewhere. 
She would serve her mother. She would not go with Karan to a foreign 
country to work as a laborer. She was not greedy for money. As she 
talked to herself, she remembered the joyous moments of Tokha and 
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the waterfall. She also remembered enjoying the waterfall with Karan 
laying his head on her lap and Karan trying to kiss her. Sadhana was 
lost in thoughts of Karan. Her mother’s coughing startled her. She 
looked at her lovingly. She looked at the watch. It was time to give her 
the medicine. She helped her mother sit and fed medicine. 

‘Isn’t it time to go to Bishakha’s house?’ Radhika asked. 

‘Yes, mother,’ Sadhana said. 

The house owner knocked at the door. She knew he had come 
to remind her of clearing the rooms. She opened the door and 
requested him in a low voice not to mention she was looking for a 
room somewhere to her mother. He nodded to her and left. Sadhana 
put a blanket over her. She hurriedly lit the stove and boiled milk and 
water. She filled the thermos flash with milk. She set some biscuits and 
banana for afternoon snacks for her mother. 

‘You must be late. You are not yet gone? What are you doing?’ 
Radhika asked. 

‘I am done, mother. There is only one banana left for today. I will 
buy some more,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Didn’t you say Bishakha and her family are going on a pilgrimage 
tour?’ Radhika asked, and she pulled the blanket over herself. 

‘Friday in the morning. Maybe she went yesterday. I will not see 
her today,’ Sadhana said as she put a shawl over her kurta. She took out 
the Karan’s letter from under the pillow. 

‘Who went with Bishakha?’ 

‘Bishakha, her mother, Utpala, Utpala’s parents and other 
neighbors,’ Sadhana said as she placed the letter in her bag. 
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‘When will they come back?’ 

‘After a month.’ 

‘Where are they going?’ 

‘Buddhagaya, Sarnath, Kusinagar, Lumbini and I don’t know all 
the names. If your eyesight has recovered I would have taken you and 
gone with Bishakha. What to do,’ Sadhana said. 

‘I don’t have the fate to go on a pilgrimage. Now there is only one 
thing that comes to me. May you not have to suffer like me ? May you 
be happy,’ Radhika said heavy-heartedly. 

Her mother’s kind words moved her. Tears welled up in her eyes. 
Wiping tears she stepped out of the room. 

‘Come home early,’ Radhika said. 

‘Ok, mother,’ she said and left. 
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CHAPTER 



‘How much does Karan love you?’ Champa asked Sadhana after 
their casual chit-chat 

‘I don’t know how to say,’ Sadhana said as she placed her bag on 
her lap. 

‘Makar loves me a lot. I don’t care if he has a wife and children in 
his village. It doesn’t matter to me. He doesn’t have anyone here. Poor 
Makar, he lives alone as a tenant here,’ Champa said showing sympathy 
towards Makar. 

‘What will you do if his wife finds out?’ Sadhana asked rather 
concerned. 

‘You know his wife still doesn’t know. We’ll do what we need to 
do when she would know. If I don’t go with the man who loves me 
so much I will suffer like a dog. That’s why I don’t care what would 
happen. I eloped with him. My mother eloped so old. I am still young,’ 
Champa said and laughed off. 



Sadhana felt more worried listening to Champa. She felt a 
dilemma whether to show Karan’s letter to her or not. She came for 
Champa’s advice but she hesitated. Champa was combing her hair. 

‘Don’t you go to meet your mother?’ Sadhana asked remembering 
Shanta. 

‘No, my mother doesn’t come to meet me, either,’ Champa said as 
she pinned a clip on her hair. 

‘Shanta aunty comes to work at Bishakha’s house every day. I told 
you once that I meet her every Saturday. I will meet her later today. If 
you need to tell anything, I will tell her. Or you can come with me, 
meet your mother once,’ Sadhana said politely. 

‘No, I am going out with Makar to Godawari today,’ Champa said 
happily. 

Sadhana was astonished that Champa did not want to meet her 
mother. It had been two years since the mother and daughter didn’t 
stay together. They didn’t ask after each other. Both the mother and 
the daughter had the same habit. Sadhana understood they didn’t have 
any love and affection for each other. She thought how she would 
unite them. 

‘Sadhana, please arrange work for me in the nursery too,’ Champa 
requested. 

‘Okay, I’ll tell if there is any vacancy. Aren’t you working in the 
afternoon?’ 

‘Yes, I’m working, the same washing dishes, cleaning the floor. 
How much will I wash dishes, I’m fed up. The restaurant where I went 
to dance at nights...,’ Champa stopped. 

‘What happened?’ 
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‘The restaurant was closed almost a month ago. Now I don’t have 
a chance to be an actress now,’ Champa said making faces. 

‘You might dance somewhere else. Try to look for it. There are so 
many hotels,’ Sadhana suggested. 

‘When will I find work? I also took some training because Maker 
said that he would arrange work for me abroad. It’s been so long. 
Maker isn’t able to arrange. He only says it is about to get fixed. I’ve 
told him that if not dancing, I shall work as a dish-washer. Even he has 
not managed find that work,’ Champa said frustrated. 

‘You are saying that you are fed up washing dishes here. Again you 
are ready to go abroad to wash dishes. Why?’ Sadhana couldn’t stop 
asking. 

‘We can earn more money there. I need lots of money. Because 
we are young now and we can earn a lot of money. We must earn as 
much as we can. If we earn more now, we can happily live when we get 
old. Don’t you know this? Don’t we have to think about the future?’ 
Champa said just as Karan had said the same. 

‘I’ve told you before too. Greed might bring suffering. That’s why 
I am not concerned much about earning more money,’ Sadhana said 
her thoughts. 

‘So you are listening to Bishakha’s advice. She is a good person 
who donates a lot. But where do we have money to donate ? We are 
not the only daughter of a billionaire like Bishakha. They have a plenty 
of money and everything to do. They don’t have to suffer. They have 
such a big house, where are ours ? We have to live in a rented house. Yes 
or no? What could I do after eloping with Makar too? I have to live 
again on the ground floor of a rented house,’ Champa described her 
hardship. 
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Sadhana gave a look in the room. It was dark and had no window 
for light. But she didn’t say anything. Her hand went into the bag at 
times. Champa just noticed that. 

‘What do you have in the bag? I see you are putting your hand in 
the bag.. What is in the bag?’ Champa asked looking at Sadhana’s bag. 

‘Nothing,’ Sadhana said and took out her hand from the bag. She 
put her bag down. 

‘I do not like to listen to the billionaire Bishakha. That’s why I 
never go to vihara even if she invites me. I can’t say never. I went once, 
only once,’ Champa said as she raised her finger. 

‘You mustn’t talk like that Champa. It is better if we go to vihara 
whenever she invites. We can listen to virtues and merits of good 
karma. She said that if I didn’t have time to go to vihara I can read the 
magazine published from vihara but yet I am not able to read it. I am 
too busy working and looking after my mother,’ Sadhana said. 

‘What virtues and merits ? You told me about greed and suffering. 
But in reality it doesn’t apply to people like us. What to do not if we 
don’t have greed? How long will we live in poverty?’ Champa asked as 
she moved her hands. 

Sadhana didn’t have an answer. She had already thought Karan 
and Champa had a similar view of life. Their ambition was to make 
money. 

Champa brought other things about Bishakha and criticized 
her. She was angry when Bishakha told her not to elope with Makar. 
Sadhana hurriedly tried to calm her down. 

‘I will elope with the person I love. That’s is not her headache,’ 
Champa said angrily. 
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‘She told you for your benefit, Champa,’ she said as she held 
Champa’s hand. 

‘Benefit or not. I do not find anything benefit in what she says. 
Let’s forget her. Now let’s talk about you. Why didn’t you go with 
Karan? If you had tried earlier you would have already been to Saudi 
Arabia. Yes or no ?’ Champa started to talk about Karan. 

‘My mother ... mother,’ Sadhana said. 

‘Mother.mother what ?’ 

‘I have mother.my mother...,’ Sadhana uttered. 

‘I have my mother too. So where is mother? She eloped with the 
old man. I am smarter than her. I eloped with Makar even before my 
mother,’ Champa said with a cunning smile. 

Sadhana became serious listening to Champa. 

‘How can I go leaving my blind mother behind?’ Sadhana told her 
problem. 

‘How would you leave? You also have only your mother in the 
name of relatives, just like me. My mother eloped in her old age. Did 
I know that she would elope? No. If I hadn’t eloped I would be alone 
after she had eloped. Do you know as we live in rented houses, evil and 
horny men are after young girls like us who live alone ? It is better that 
I came to live with Makar. My mother eloped after a week; it didn’t 
bother me when she eloped. I didn’t have to live alone facing evil looks 
of honory men. Now tell me you have your mother with you but will 
she live forever?’ Champa asked harshly. 

Sadhana was hurt Champa shouted at her. She put her hand in her 
bag and held Karan’s letter tightly. She couldn’t reply Champa. 
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Champa’s mobile rang. She talked on the mobile in a flirtatious 
voice. Sadhana waited. 

She did not dare to ask Champa whether there would be 
somebody to look after her mother for two years if she would go with 
Karan abroad to work. 

Champa said ‘Now...,’ in a loud voice. Champa put down her 
mobile. 

‘Makar has got work for himself. My work will be arranged soon. 
I will bring sweets for you if it is arranged,’ Champa said and stood up. 
She got excited and danced. 

‘Sadhana, Karan had already arranged your passport two years 
ago. Now if he tells that he has arranged work for you then you just go. 
Don’t say that you won’t leave your mother and go abroad. Didn’t he 
tell you to come alone when he arranged for your passport?’ Champa 
asked. 

Sadhana couldn’t answer speak. 

‘Think about the future, Sadhana. You should have gone with 
Karan earlier,’ Champa said. 

Champa’s words pinched Sadhana again. 

‘Champa, I cannot leave my blind mother alone. Is there anyone 
who will look after my mother for two years ?’ Sadhana asked. 

But Champa didn’t listen to her. She stood in front of the mirror 
and applied powder on her face. She applied red lipstick on her lips. 
She dipped a brush in pink rose powder and brushed on her cheeks. 

‘Makar has told me to come soon. I’m late, Sadhana. If my work is 
fixed, I’ll come to meet you with sweets,’ Champa said. 
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Sadhana couldn’t ask her question again looking at Champa’s 
behavior. Champa hurriedly took out a purse from underneath the 
pillow and put it in her bag. 

They left the room and came out to the street. 

‘Champa, my mother....’ Sadhana tried to ask her for help for 
looking for someone to look after her. 

But Champa hurriedly turned towards the other direction and 
went away. 

Sadhana kept looking at Champa till she could see her. She was 
angry with herself because she could not ask Champa if there was 
somebody to look after her mother for two years. She slowly walked 
towards Bishakha’s house. She stopped at a pavement on the road. She 
sat there and looked around. She closed her eyes. 

‘Now what will I do ? How will I arrange for my blind mother? It 
has been six months since Subhadra aunt died. If she were alive today 
she would look after her mother. Her daughter went to Pokhara with 
Ramana to study nursing. Who can I turn to for help?’ Sadhana talked 
to herself and opened her eyes. 

She looked at her watch. It was late. She took out the letter from 
her bag. She hesitated to read it. She put it back in her bag. She felt 
tense. She wanted to sit on the pavement for the whole day if she didn’t 
have to go to work. But she remembered work. She was late for work. 
She rushed to Bishakha’s house. 

When she reached Bishakha’s house Shanta had finished all her 
work and was waiting for Sadhana. She was ready to wash the clothes 
if Sadhana hadn’t come. She smiled and prepared to leave as she saw 
Sadhana. Sadhana remembered the mother and daughter were not in 
contact. 
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‘Shanta aunt, invite Champa in festivals,’ Sadhana said politely. 

Shanta smiled. Sadhana gave her Champa’s number written on a 
piece of paper. Shanta kept the paper in her cloth purse. She didn’t ask 
anything about Champa. Instead she asked after Radhika and left. 

Sadhana remembered Karan as soon as Shantaleft, she remembered 
the letter, and was tense. Some clothes were left on the lobby when 
Sadhana brought the clothes to wash. Bishakha’s sister-in-law brought 
them later. 

‘There is no electricity today. You cannot use the machine,’ she 
said as she looked at Sadhana soaking the clothes in the bucket. 

‘The clothes are thin. I’ll do hand wash,’ Sadhana said and started 
washing. 

‘We need to think about the future too, Sadhana. You should 
have gone with Karan earlier’ Champa’s words echoed in her ears. Her 
hands stopped. 

Sadhana thought Champa was right in a way. 

The sister-in-law teased Sadhana as she was looking vacantly. She 
began to wash clothes. 

Bishakha’s sister-in-law called Sadhana and gave her a plate with 
two chatamaris and some tomato pickle and a cup of tea too. 

‘When will Bishakha come back?’ Sadhana asked her. 

‘Didn’t she say it would take a month?’ 

‘Oh, yes. I wish she would come back soon.’ 

‘How will they come soon?’ 

‘I am having so many problems after she went on a pilgrimage,’ 
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Sadhana said in a worried voice. 

‘What kind of problem?’ she asked. 

‘Nothing, nothing,’ 

She smiled listening to Sadhana. She asked Sadhana’s problem. 
She didn’t get any reply and went downstairs. 

Sadhana finished eating. She washed the plate and cup. She 
cleaned the terrace. She filled the watering can with water. She watered 
all the flowerpots. 

She remembered Karan and his letter. She was tense. 

‘How should I arrange for mother?’ Sadhana asked herself. 

‘Sadhana,’ Bishakha’s sister-in-law called from downstairs. 

Sadhana heard someone calling her. The sister-in-law stood there 
when holding a shawl and a sari. 

‘It seems that you have lots of things going on in your mind. What 
happened?’ 

Sadhana could not say anything. 

‘Sadhana, your face looks worried. What happened?’ 

‘Nothing,’ Sadhana said with her head down. 

‘This shawl is for your mother; Bishakhagave this sari for you,’ she 

said. 


Sadhana took the green cotton sari and the shawl. Her worrying 
mind made her head bend down. 

‘I don’t believe even if you say nothing has happened. It seems 
you have a very big problem. If not why are you blankly staring? Why 
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would you talk to yourself ? It has never happened to you before. I see 
this only today. Is your mother fine ?’ she asked remembering Sadhana’s 
mother. 

‘Yes, she is fine’ Sadhana said in a low voice. 

‘If she’s fine, tell me your problem. Tell me if you have to tell 
anything to Bishakha. I will tell Bishakha when she calls. What 
happened?’ she asked her with sympathy. 

If Bishakha were around, it would have been easier to discuss 
about her problem. She was not sure whether to share it with her or 
not. She was the one who had said that the spare room in this house 
was required for her child when Sadhana had asked if she could get a 
room. She did not want to keep them in the house even if Bishakha 
would want to give a room for them she would have refused. Sadhana 
did not want to tell sister-in-law anything. She remained silent. 

The sun was setting. Sadhana sat on the hay mat. She began to sob. 
She did not know how to make arrangement for her mother. She stood 
up wiping her tears. The clothes were dry on the laundry line. 
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CHAPTER 



It would have been much better if her brother were alive today, 
Sadhana thought. She tried to imagine how he would look. He died 
soon after his birth. 

‘If I have had a brother, he would look after mother. I could have 
gone with Karan. It’s difficult if one has nobody,’ Sadhana talked to 
herself and remembered Karan. Whether she should abandon Karan 
who loved her, she questioned and answered to herself. Finally she 
decided to go with Karan abroad. 

Sadhana had already packed her clothes and necessary things in 
the suitcase Bishakha had given her and sent it with Karan yesterday. 
She had already informed the house owner that she would be moving 
today. She had already planned to give all the things to Champa. 
Champa said that she would be coming to take it herself. 

Radhika was sitting on bed. She remembered Sadhana telling 
her that they would be going for a check-up at the eye camp today 
afternoon. 



‘I don’t want to go for check-up,’ Radhika said unwillingly. 

‘No, mother. Don’t say that. A doctor from abroad has come to 
the eye camp. Let him check you,’ Sadhana said. 

She helped Radhika put on a new sari and blouse. She packed two 
saris, petticoats, blouses, sweater and a towel in a big cloth bag. She 
placed the thermos flask with milk and a cup in the bag. Yesterday she 
had also packed up two photos both taken by Bishakha on her 12 th 
birthday and her barah including the poster of Anitya in the suitcase. 

‘I have no hope, Sadhana. That’s why I don’t want to go for check¬ 
up anywhere,’ Radhika said. 

‘What will happen if a check-up is done once? Let’s hurry up. We 
need to be on time,’ Sadhana said hurriedly. It seemed that the house 
owner was not home. There were no noises upstairs. She thought it 
was good. She thought that Champa must be on her way to collect all 
the things in the room. She carried the bag of clothes and her bag on 
her left shoulder. She came out of the room holding her mother’s hand. 
She made Radhika hold the white cane with her right hand. Sadhana 
feared if anyone in the locality would see her so she looked around... 
There were no children playing. There was nobody looking out of the 
windows. She held her mother’s hand. She felt relieved as nobody saw 
them. Her mother took her steps unwillingly holding the white cane. 

‘Where did the doctor come from?’ Radhika asked as she walked 
with the white cane. 

America. A great doctor.’ 

‘The doctor here said that the glaucoma in my eyes cannot be 
cured. My vision will not be restored. I have lost hope,’ she said. 

‘There’s no harm in a check-up, mother,’ she said. 
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She stopped at a pavement and turned back. She looked around to 
confirm nobody saw them. There was nobody. The pedestrians didn’t 
look at them. 

They took a taxi and they reached the venue Karan and Sadhana 
had decided to put up Radhika. 

Sadhana took her mother to the elderly home in Pashupati. When 
they reached there Sadhana was nervous. She held her mother’s hand 
tightly and walked her a little further and sat her on a pavement. 

‘Where have you brought me? Have we reached the eye came? 
‘She asked while she was touching the pavement with her hand. 

‘Mother, sit here. I will ask where the camp is,’ Sadhana said. 

She put down Radhika’s medicine box with her on the pavement. 
She looked around. She feared lest she would run into someone she 
knew. 

‘Mother, should I look for the eye camp?’ Sadhana asked. 

‘Go and come back quickly,’ Radhika said as she tried to find the 
white cane. 

Sadhana gave the white cane to her. Then she took out her 
citizenship and widow allowance cards from her bag. She affectionately 
looked at her mother sitting on the pavement. She was 65 years old. 
Her face had wrinkles. Her eyes and cheeks had sunk. Her hair had 
turned grey. One could see pain and sufferings on her face. Her life 
had leaked and dried up as if from a broken pot. She looked 90 years 
old although he was 65. 

Her heart melted with love as she looked at her mother’s face. She 
stroked her wrinkled and sunk cheek. Her eyes filled with tears. She 
was in floods of tears. 
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‘What are you doing? Go! How long do we wait here,’ Radhika 

said. 


Sadhana was shakened to hear her mobile ring inside her bag. She 
took the call and went further away to talk. 

‘Come quickly. It’s time to go to the airport,’ Karan shouted. 

‘Okay, okay, I am coming,’ she said and put off her mobile. All 
of a sudden her deep affection for her mother disappeared into thin 
air after she had talked to Karan. She panicked and started sweating. 
It was the month of October and the sun didn’t shine bright, but 
Sadhana had sweat in her face. 

‘Mother!’ Sadhana unconsciously spoke the word. 

‘Haven’t you gone? What have you been doing for so long? I 
don’t want to wait here. It is cold. Go quickly and find the eye camp,’ 
Radhika said. 

‘Okay mother, I’ll buy biscuits too. I come back soon,’ Sadhana 

said. 


‘Come back quickly,’ she said, and she put on the shawl. 

Tears dropped from Sadhana’s eyes. She wiped the tears with her 
hand without taking out a handkerchief from her bag. 

‘Okay, mother,’ Sadhana said in a weary voice and left. She stopped 
at the door of the elderly home and looked back. Some elderly people 
were walking with walking sticks. Her heart was pounding. 

Two women talking to each other came out. Sadhana looked at 
them nervously. She didn’t know them. They looked at her once; they 
went away. They were buying flowers as she stood there. Her mobile 
rang again. 
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Sadhana panicked when she hear Karan saying, ‘Come quickly, 
it’s getting late.’ She turned back. She looked at her mother sitting on 
the pavement. She breathed heavily. 

‘Mother, please forgive me. I am leaving you here,’ Sadhana said to 
herself with heavy-heartedly. 

Sadhana was nervous and frantic when Karan had told her to 
come quickly. She did not remember anything what Bishakha had told 
about Panchashil or any other things. She forgot the main thing about 
Abhayadaan that she had promised to take care of her mother. She felt 
as if her heart was going to burst looking at her mother. Her eyes didn’t 
stop flowing tears. She walked off quickly without turning back for the 
last look at her mother. 
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CHAPTER 



Karan had promised Sadhana to take her to Saudi Arabia to 
work at a company but he took her to a big building in Delhi instead. 
He had told and assured her that he was going meet his friend who 
had fixed a job for them and settle dues with him. But it had already 
been two days he was gone and had not returned. The house owner 
and his family treated her as a maid. She did not have her bag with 
passport and citizenship. Then she started to doubt something was 
wrong. She was not willing to work abroad but he forced her and 
managed her passport. She had shown her passport to Champa, 
and she remembered her saying that her passport required visa to go 
abroad. She had hurriedly turned her passport. It had no visa at all. 
Sadhana believed Karan so she did not ask about visa. All of a sudden 
she realized she had been deceived. She felt as if she had fallen from a 
tree. She did not dare to tell the house owner and his family that Karan 
had brought her to take her to Saudi Arabia. She had no choice but to 
work as a maid in the house. She decided not to tell the other servant 
in the house about it. 



She had worked for the entire day and finally returned to a small 
room at the back of the house given to her. She locked the door. She 
was dead tired because of tension and all day work. Did Karan really 
tricked and abandon her? He didn’t call her, and nor did he visit her. 
There was no information about him. She looked out of the window. 
There were several big and tall houses. Memory of his love for her hurt 
her and made her confused and wretched. 

She heard the knock on the door. Thinking it must be Karan, she 
hurriedly opened the door without asking who it was. 

‘Oh my God!’ Sadhana shrieked all of a sudden. 

It was Somlal. He had glasses on. He smiled and came in. He 
closed the door. 

‘Shut up,’ he gestured. 

‘Karan,’ Sadhana shouted his name in fearful shock. 

‘Karan? He left; you here the day before yesterday and went to 
Saudi Arabia. He will not come here,’ Somlal laughed. 

‘No way. Karan will not leave me,’ Sadhana said in a weary voice. 

‘Why not?’ Somlal said and took off his shoes and his glasses. 

‘It is not true. He won’t leave me,’ said Sadhana and she didn’t 
believe him. 

‘He left. Why would I lie to you, my dear Sadhana? I tell you the 
truth. I told Karan to bring you here. When my hotel partner told 
me to bring a young maid from Nepal I could only remember you. 
Champa doesn’t work properly. She is happy if she gets a chance to 
dance. Dancing is not enough. She must be pretty too. Champa is not 
pretty enough to dance at our hotel. The people who come to dine at 
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our hotel will not come back if they see her dancing. That’s why I am 
going to arrange work for only Makar here. I don’t care for Champa,’ 
Somlal said. 

Sadhana became dizzy listening to him. She took support on the 
wall. Shivering with fear, she looked at Somlal and he took off his 
glasses. His face had some wrinkles. His red eyes had become smaller 
than before. He had become bald. His bald head shone. His grey 
moustache looked hideous. His fat belly was budging. 

‘Sadhana, I am very happy to see you here. Now my greatest wish 
will be fulfilled. I like you since you were a child. Do you remember I 
was going to take a picture in my house?’ Somlal laughed. 

Sadhana began to sweat as she remembered the past. She felt her 
heart beating faster. 

‘But I couldn’t take your picture at that time. I was sad. Forget it. 
Let’s talk something else. Now I will tell the truth,’ Somlal said. 

So frightened, she couldn’t even wipe the sweat on her face. 

‘Sadhana, I like you a lot. I have a great desire to make love to you. 
But I felt very jealous when I came to know that Karan loves you. I 
need to have you by any means. I played a trick so that I wouldn’t lose 
you. Karan came to me to arrange work abroad. I did it for him in two 
lakhs instead of four lakhs. You didn’t agree to come two years ago. 
Then I made him promise that he must bring you here after two years. 
After two years I extended his work for two more years. Again I took 
only two lakhs instead of four lakhs. I gave him one lakh to bring you 
here. I didn’t take back the remaining money and gave it to him. He 
was happy, Sadhana. I thought that he wouldn’t agree to bring you 
here. If Karan hadn’t bought you here this time, I wouldn’t send Karan 
to Saudi Arabia. I would make him pay back all the money by making 
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him work in this hotel. He got an opportunity to work in Saudi Arabia 
again, he agreed at once. But how did he convince you to come here? I 
don’t care about that. I have arranged work for him for four years. For 
that I have my dear Sadhana in front of my eyes. My Sadhana, ha ha,’ 
Somlal said and he laughed with pleasure. 

She shivered in fear having listened to him. 

‘I was worried Karan wouldn’t bring you here. I couldn’t sleep for 
a whole night. After Karan informed me that he had brought you here, 
my partner was excited. I was more excited. Do you know why? My 
beloved Sadhana is here. Karan was ready to work at steel factory in 
Arab, and he must be playing with fire now. We will make love here. Is 
it okay, Sadhana?’ Somlal said as he laughed and winked at her. 

She could not say anything but her heart said, ‘No.’ 

Somlal took off his shirt. She felt awful to see grey hair on his 
chest. Sadhana felt scared to death. It was difficult for her to breath. 
She couldn’t believe that Karan had betrayed her. How could she 
believe that he ditched her? She thought perhaps Somlal was up to 
some other trick. 

‘Sadhana, work here in this hotel is very difficult. You have to 
work for the whole day. No time for sitting. But you need not trouble 
to do so. My partner is your owner now. He is from Nepal. He has 
been here for business many years ago. He will not trouble you. Work 
properly and live happily. There is a woman who has come from Tarai. 
You have a friend. You don’t have to worry about anything here. I 
arranged such an easy work for you because I love you. I wouldn’t do it 
for Champa,’ Somlal said. He went to sit on the bed. 

Sadhana couldn’t speak a word. 

‘Sadhana, I have a big business. I don’t have time to go to Nepal. 
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Even if Ranjana calls and tells me she is suffering from the knee pain I 
think I will not be able to go to Nepal. Between you and me, I will tell 
you something. I will often come to you at night. Don’t tell this to my 
partner who is also your owner. If he finds out, it will not be good for 
me. He might cut down my business profits. So don’t tell anyone about 
me coming here,’ Somlal said worriedly. 

She realized that he feared the owner of hotel. Suddenly she 
remembered Somlal kissing her cheek when she was a child. His 
moustache pricked her like needles. She shuddered at the past memory. 

He stood up from the bed and came over to her. He suddenly 
embraced her. She couldn’t bear as he brought his lips closer to hers. 
His breath stunk of alcohol. He held her hands and pulled her towards 
him. She tried harder to get away, but she couldn’t. His mouth stank of 
stale alcohol. She started throwing up. 

She vomited all over the room. He moved away from her quickly. 
She stopped to vomiting. He did not want step on the vomit and stood 
away from her looking at her. After she had come to realize that he was 
scared of the owner, she didn’t fear him as before. 

‘Please go away,’ Sadhana said to him wiping her mouth with 
sleeve. 

‘Don’t say that, Sadhana. I will take you in my car and show you 
places of interest in Delhi. The Lotus Temple, Red Fort, Karol Bagh 
Market, Palika Bazar and Sarojani Market and so on. I will buy you 
whatever you want. Sadhana, I will make you happy,’ Somlal tried to 
convince her. 

Sadhana understood that Somlal was trying to coax her. 

‘No, I will not go anywhere. I don’t need anything,’ Sadhana said 
boldly. 
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‘Please Sadhana. I have waited years to get you. I have liked you 
since your childhood. Now you have become a young beautiful lady. I 
am happy that the days have come to make love to you. Don’t make me 
wait. Please Sadhana, my beloved Sadhana,’ Somlal pleaded. 

‘Don’t ever come here. I will tell everything to the owner 
tomorrow,’ Sadhana threatened. 

Somlal was taken aback as Sadhana said that she would tell the 
owner. He looked scared. 

‘Please, Sadhana, I have arranged work for you in such a nice and 
safe place. There are a lot of places where girls from Nepal work as 
prostitutes. I don’t want you work in such hotels. My beautiful and 
beloved Sadhana, I am worried that the boys who work there will tease 
you and try to marry you. Therefore, I brought you here at my partner’s 
hotel because I don’t want anyone to look at you or marry you. I don’t 
want anybody troubling you or making you work hard. I have done a 
favor for you,’ Somlal said. 

‘I’ve already told you I will tell the owner everything tomorrow 
morning,’ Sadhana said in threatening voice. 

He remained silent in anger for a while. He noticed she ignored 
his pleading expression of love. 

She again said, ‘I will tell the owner.’ Somlal couldn’t stand it 
anymore. 

‘Shut up!’ Somlal shouted in anger. He put on his shirt and glasses. 
He walked to the door and turned back. 

‘I will make you pay the one lakh rupees I had given to Karan to 
buy your air ticket. If you sneak out of here without paying my money, 
I will come to Nepal and break your hands so that you cannot work. 
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Do you understand? I will give you one more chance. If you let me 
come here every night, you will not have to pay me even a single rupee. 
What do you say, Sadhana?’ he asked again with his angry voice. He 
looked at her. 

She felt frightened to death listening to his warning. 

‘When I go back to Nepal I pay you back,’ Sadhana answered 
confidently. 

He got angrier at her words. 

‘Now I will not leave that Karan for even one rupee. I fixed work 
for him because he promised to bring you here and I arranged work 
for him twice. I took just two lakhs each time. I will make him back 
four lakhs in total. I will make him pay as soon as he comes back,’ he 
said in anger. 

She didn’t speak. He was looking at her as if he would devour her. 

‘Please go away,’ Sadhana said. 

He flew up in anger. 

‘Sadhana, you are ungrateful,’ Somlal said. 

She saw his eyes burning with anger. She did not speak. He opened 
the door and walked out kicking the door. 
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CHAPTER 



After the breakfast, Sadhana went out with the owner and his 
family to attend the puja organized by their relatives. After the house 
chores, she went to her room at the back of the house. She wanted the 
company of the maid to go the market. But she didn’t want to go out. 

The first floor was a storeroom. The second floor had six rooms 
for servants and maids. Sadhana locked the door as soon as she got 
into her room. A week ago she had once opened the door soon after 
a knock. She got scared as she remembered Somlal coming there. She 
wouldn’t open the door quickly if anyone knocked. She looked out 
through the keyhole and nobody was there. Then she looked out of 
the window. There were huge gardens on both side of the house. There 
were different flowers blooming in the garden. There were also trees 
along the walls. There was a garage at a corner. But there were no cars 
parked in the garage. The gardener had gone to the market today. 

It had become a habit for her to cry remembering her mother. 
She had no appetite because her mother kept coming to her thoughts. 
Suddenly, she remembered Karan. She knew him since childhood. 



He was good, spoke politely, educated. She could not believe he had 
ditched her. He traded her for his benefit and money. She had hatred 
for him now. 

She remembered Bishakha. She had been kind to her and would 
give a good advice. She could not consult her about going with Kama 
and leaving her mother behind as she had gone on a pilgrimage. She 
remembered Bishakha her telling to read the first article in the Triratna 
magazine. She had not read it yet. She remembered the Triratna 
magazine Bishakha had given her to read. She had said ‘Read the first 
article. It is about why people have their downfall.’ She had forgotten 
to read the magazine because of work and tension. 

She took out the magazine and two pictures of her mother with 
her. But she did not unroll the poster of Anitya. She broke down 
looking at the pictures. She controlled herself and put back them to 
the suitcase. 

She wiped her tears and flipped the pages of the magazine. She 
stared to read the first article entitled Trishana written by Sumana 
Guruma. 

The Buddha had said, ‘Enemy of field is weed; enemy of a person 
is trishna (craving). Trishna is craving. You are not satisfied with 
what you have. The more you have, the more wishes increase. It is the 
strongest bond in the world. The bond of trishna is so strong that it 
ties up a person, just like the greed to earn more money. Greed gives 
you profit and profit also gives you downfall. This means that if greed 
increases, the person will be ready to anything. He will earn money. 
But when he has to work harder, he might get sick, he might get hurt 
or even death might occur. Even if nothing happens to the person, 
other problems might arise such as he might not get paid like as he has 
expected. The contractor might betray him and take all the money. 
This will lead to downfall. 
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Hie other trishna is obsessed with love. In other words, love is 
blind. You would do anything for the sake of love. Blind love makes 
you do things such as elopement, stealing money and jewelry and 
involved in sexual activities and abandoning parents.’ Sadhana was 
shockingly taken aback. 

‘I left my blind mother as I am obsessed with Karan’s love,’ she said 
to herself pounding her fists on her chest. She continued reading. 

Her thoughts went to Bishakha’s house in Nepal. She remembered 
herself naming the green leaf as ‘spring’s first leaf.’ She had a flashback 
of smiling Karan. Neither the green leaf nor Karan was in front of her. 
Sadhana recoiled with a shudder. 

She kept on reading the article. It explained the merits of donation 
with the example of Mahasattva at Namo Buddha who fed his flesh to 
a hungry tigress and her cubs. As she read that the prince sacrificed his 
life in order to save the tigress and her cubs. 

She said to herself, ‘Mahasattva sacrificed his life and saved the life 
of the tigress and her cubs. What did I do? I sacrificed my mother for 
my lover who betrayed me.” 

She couldn’t read further. She broke down and started sobbing. 
She controlled herself and went on reading it. 

‘At last, among the different trishnas mentioned above, greedy and 
obsession in love are not good at all. These make you suffer and lead to 
the path to downfall. That’s why one must not be greedy. One must not 
be obsessed with love. One must not keep a bad company. One mustn’t 
abandon their parents and run away from their responsibilities. Taking 
care of parents is Abhayadan. It is the solution to get rid of trishna.’ 

She finished reading the article and regretted why she had not 
read it before. She cried. 
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She cried and lay down on the bed. She stopped crying and got up 
and again lay down. 

She began talking to herself, ‘One of the shil of Panchashil is one 
mustn’t lie, Bishakha told me. I did not follow it. I lied to my blind 
mother and left her behind. Bishakha’s advice: you don’t have to do 
any donation, it is enough if you take care of your mother, which is 
Abhayadan. I forgot her advice. I am blindly in love with Karan and 
happy with him. But I sacrificed my mother for my lover believing in 
his false love for me. I committed kukarma (bad karma). That’s why I 
am suffering now.’ 

Her face was sweating. She felt difficulty in breathing. She felt 
miserable. She went to the window and cried. 

‘Mother! My dear mother!’ Sadhana shrieked. 

Her loud shriek made the birds fly away. Again her mother’s 
memory made her cry and cry. She again remembered her mother and 
cried. She was so remorseful that she began feeling giddy. She slumped 
on the floor. 
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CHAPTER 



Sadhana came back to Nepal. She got off from the bus. It was 
already dark. She did not know where to go. She remembered Champa 
and went to her. 

Sadhana was taken aback to see Champa was pregnant. She did 
not ask anything about it. Rather she narrated her sad story. She 
sobbed. Champa remained silent. She seemed serious. She had no 
childish behavior now. The sad story of Sadhana made her shed tears. 
She wiped her tears and narrated her story: 

‘Makar’s wife came from the village to fight with me. She beat 
me and she pulled my hair. She cursed me that I took away other’s 
husbands. Makar kept on convincing me that he would find work 
for me abroad but he didn’t do anything and just went all by himself. 
I don’t know where he went. He shattered my dreams of becoming 
dancer and actress. Not only that. He made me pregnant and ditched 
me,’ Champa said and broke down. 

Sadhana couldn’t say a word seeing Champa crying. She 
remembered Champa was so blindly in love with him. She felt uneasy. 



Suddenly she remembered Somlal telling that he was arranging work 
for Makar only and not for Champa. But Sadhana thought that she 
shouldn’t tell Champa. 

‘Champ, it took 6 months for me to come back to Nepal. Somal 
took bribes for fixing work for people abroad and did other bad things 
too. The police arrested him and threw him into prison. The owner of 
the place where I worked told me that he was sentenced for 10 years. 
He even told me that Somlal didn’t listen to him. I didn’t tell him that 
Somlal had told me to pay one lakh rupees. I didn’t tell him anything. I 
just asked him if I could go to see my mother in Nepal as I was missing 
my mother. He told me I could go but had to come back after two 
weeks. If I told him I wouldn’t be returning he might not let me go. 
The servant from Tarai who works with me booked a ticket for me. 
He came to see me at the bus stop too. I travelled more than 30 hours 
in bus and came to see you, Champa. I am extremely hungry now,’ 
Sadhana said and placed her hand on her stomach. 

Champa cooked rice for her. She could see Sadhana was tired and 
hungry after having travelled a long distance. 

‘Sadhana, I remember you telling me that Bishakha told me not to 
go with that Makar who has a wife and children. I didn’t not take her 
advice because I thought I wouldn’t be able to live without him, and I 
loved him so much. I wished to look at his face as soon as I woke up. 
When he convinced me that he would arrange work for me abroad, I 
loved him even more although I knew he has a wife and children, he 
is much older than me, he is as old as my mother. I wished to marry 
him and go abroad to earn lots of money. That desire blinded me. I 
couldn’t think of anything else. That mean and cruel Makar betrayed 
me. I regretted that I couldn’t understand what Bishakha was trying 
to tell me. Do you know, Sadhana, I had to face a lot of problems after 
eloping with him!’ Champa said in a weary voice. 
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It was almost midnight when they finished meal. They talked far 
into the night sharing their stories of pains and regrets. 

‘Did your mother call you?’ Sadhana asked her. 

‘Yes. She said that you gave her my number. I went to her on 
mother’s day with some sweets and fruits,’ Champa said wiping her 
tears. 

‘It’s good that your mother called you. It is nice of you to visit her,’ 
Sadhana said. She was happy that daughter and mother were united. 

All of a sudden Sadhana started sobbing remembering her mother. 

Both lay down on the bed. But both couldn’t sleep. They tossed 
and turned. 

Champa spoke, ‘Ranjana had a stroke when she heard her husband 
was arrested and sent to prison for ten years. She almost died. Now she 
is paralyzed and cannot walk. She sent someone to ask my mother to 
take of her. She did not go. Belmaya could not be contacted. I was also 
asked to look after her. I turned down the offer. I don’t want disgusting 
work to clean her shit and piss. My mother told me not to go to work 
for her. I think that Ranjana hurt my mother a lot before. I don’t know 
whether she found someone or not.” 

Sadhana remained silent after having listened to Ranjana’s piteous 
conditions. 

Champa suddenly stood up. She remembered something and 
went to the box at a corner of the room. She opened the box. Sadhana 
got up and sat on the bed. 

‘Sadhana, I forgot to show you something. I just remembered.’ 
Champa asked as she turned around. 

‘What?’ Sadhana exclaimed. 
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Champa took out a folded piece of newspaper. She gave it to 
Sadhana. 

No sooner did Sadhana look at the newspaper cutting than she 
shouted and threw it. 

‘Can’t you see?’ Champa asked seriously. 

Sadhana dumbfounded and shuddered. 

The picture in the paper showed Karan’s injured right hand. The 
caption read a Nepali worker lost his hand in fire in the steel factory. 

‘I don’t want to see him who betrayed me. I do not even want to 
take his name. Don’t ever tell me anything about him from now. I just 
remember my mother. I need to meet my mother and beg her pardon. 
Oh mother, my mother, Sadhana said and cried. She sobbed. 

Sadhana came out of Champa’s room early in the morning to go 
to the elder home in Pashupait. On the way she saw the poster the 
Buddha Jayanti. 

She reached the gate of the elderly home. She was nervous and 
her heart was beating faster. She looked inside. She did not see anyone. 
She couldn’t walk inside the door. She went to the payment where she 
had abandoned her mother six months ago. There was nobody sitting 
on the pavement. She touched and stressed the pavement where her 
mother was sitting when she had left her with heavy heart lying that 
she was going to get some biscuits. She nervously asked herself whether 
her mother went into the elderly home or not. 

The sun came up. She remembered her mother and nervously 
walked back and forth. Slowly she went to the door of elderly home. 
She feared to go in. ‘What should I say to my mother when I see her?’ 
she said to herself. She broke down and cried. She wiped her tears with 
her sari and went inside. Four elderly people were walking around with 
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walking sticks. 

Sadhana closed her eyes and called out her mother. She came to 
the courtyard of the old age home. 

It was time for breakfast. The elderly stood in a line holding a cup 
each. Sadhana looked at them searching for her mother. She held her 
breath but she couldn’t find her. An old lady was drinking tea with 
biscuits. She finished tea. She placed the cup down and tried to find 
her stick placed near. Sadhana went to help her. She could not see her 
face she was bent with old age. 

‘Mother! It’s been 6 months that I left you here. Forgive me, 
mother. Now I’m here to take you back. I will never go anywhere 
leaving you.’ Sadhana said and fell on her feet without looking at her 
face. She cried. 

The old lady was surprised at what she was saying and doing. 

‘Mother! Mother!’ Sadhana cried. 

‘My daughter had already gone leaving me behind. There is 
nobody who calls me mother. Who are you?’ the old lady said. 

Sadhana stopped crying hearing her speak. She looked up. The 
blind old lady wasn’t her mother. She got confused as the old woman 
tried to take the walking stick. Sadhana could not speak after seeing 
her face. She told her about her mother. 

‘Radhika,’ she said sadly as she heard the name. When the old 
woman was about to tell about Radhika. 

‘Sadhana! Sadhana!’ somebody called. 

Who called? The voice seemed familiar. Sadhana turned around 
to see who called her. 
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She saw an old woman whose half hair had turned grey. Her face 
had wrinkled. She had difficulty in walking and came to her. She drank 
up tea and put the cup down. She looked at Sadhana and smiled. 

‘Aren’t you Sadhana?’ asked the old woman holding Sadhana’s 
hand. 

‘Yes, Belmaya aunt,’ Sadhana recognized Belmaya. 

Belmaya who used be healthy had become very and sick thin, so 
Sadhana couldn’t recognize her at first. 

‘Sadhana, did you elope?’ Belmaya asked. 

She could not answer and she hung her head down in shame. 


‘Bemaya aunt, why are you here ?’ Sadhana asked shockingly. 

‘Sadhana, it was not long after my sons got married, my daughters- 
in-law started to dominate and despise me. My sons were so good like 
gods. After marriage they became rascals. They just listen to their 
wives. They didn’t need a mother after they got their wives. They hated 
me who had given birth to them. How much will I bear? Earlier I 
couldn’t even bear the domination of the owners at workplace. How 
will I bear the domination of my sons and those girls who have come 
from outside? I couldn’t bear at all. When my knees were aching and 
I couldn’t stand, they didn’t even care for me and threw me out here.’ 
Belmaya said disheartened. Then she cried. 

‘There are many like Belmaya who were thrown here by their sons 
and daughters-in-law, but some thrown away by daughters like just me 
and Radhika, only the two of us,’ the old blind lady said. 

When the blind old lady said that Sadhana eyes filled with tears 
and broke down. 
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‘It is said that a daughter takes more care of her parents than sons 
do. But that is not true either. It is a lie. Radhikas story and my story 
are similar. My daughter left me at a pavement in Gaushala, Radhikas 
daughter left her in front of this old age home. My daughter eloped 
after leaving me. Radhikas daughter must have eloped after leaving her. 
As I am blind, my daughter must have had difficulties. Maybe Radhika 
who is blind just like me must have become a burden for her daughter. 
Even if Radhika hadn’t said anything, my heart says it is the fact,’ the 
old woman said and started to cry. 

Sadhana’s heart busted after listening to the old lady. She sobbed. 

Other old elderly people gathered there, those who needed the 
support of walking sticks and those who didn’t. 

‘Radhika is my mother? Where is she, Belmaya aunt? Where is 
my mother? Where is she ?’ Sadhana kept asking Belmaya holding her 
shoulder. 

‘Is Radhika your mother?’ the old lady asked before Belmaya 
could say anything. 

‘Yes, yes. Radhika is my mother I had left her here.’ Sadhana said 
and started to cry. 

Belmaya cried again when Sadhana said that she had left Radhika. 

‘She would cry remembering her daughter all the time. She would 
say that her daughter had gone to buy biscuits for her. She would be 
saying she would return. So Radhika is your mother? She is no more,’ 
the old lady said. 

Sadhana felt as if she had fallen feel off from a cliff. 

‘Is it true Belmaya aunt?’ Sadhana asked hurriedly. 

‘Yes, Sadhana. She was taken ill. She passed away yesterday 
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morning,’ Belmaya said wiping her tears. 

‘My mother is dead. She cannot be dead,’ she shouted in misery. 

The blind lady who had told about Radhika stood up to walk 
away. Sadhana threw herself at her feet. 

‘Mother! I left you alone. Now I am alone, mother’ Sadhana said 
holding the old lady’s feet. 

The old woman tried to remove Sadhana’s hands from her feet. 
She couldn’t. Sadhana cried aloud. The other elderly people came over 
to look at her crying. 

Sadhana stopped crying. She looked up and saw them looking at 
her. She thought maybe her mother was looking at her too. But she 
couldn’t find her mother among the elderly people. 

‘Mother! Where are you?’ Sadhana asked looking at everyone. 

Nobody answered. 

She withdrew her hands from the feet of the old lady. She sat 
down shedding tears and looking at Sadhana. 

‘Mother! My dear mother!’ Sadhana stood up as she called out. 
She looked vacantly all around. She started jumping and moving 
violently. Belmaya tried to hold her hand and calm down her. 

‘Mother! My dear mother!’ Sadhana’s voice got louder. 

Sadhana called out her mother at the top of her voice and cried. 
She was not aware her sari was slipping off. She seemed to have gone 
insane. She lost her mind. 

Meanwhile on the occasion of her birthday, Bishakha showed 
up with Utpala at the door of the elderly home to offer lunch to the 
elderly. 
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Sankalpa deals with an enormous personal 
tragedy of Sadhana who has to take care of her 
ailing father and blind mother. Furthermore, 
her childhood lover deceives and ditches her. 
Almost all characters in the novel suffer in 
the long run because of their blind love, over¬ 
ambition to be migrant workers, greed for 
wealth and fraud. 



The plot and sub-plot of this novel are the connected series of 
gripping events that are unfolding everyday in the metropolitan 
city of Kathmandu. It should not be far wrong in saying that it 
would make a stunning script for him. 
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retired Scientific Officer from Department of Plant Resources, 
Government of Nepal, Ms. Shashikala Manandhar is the first 
female novelist in the literary domain of Nepal Bhasa. Sankalpa, 
her latest novel, came out in 2015. She has other six novels, two 
collections of short stories and a play to her credit. 


Originally written in Nepal Bhasa and published by Newa 
American Dabu, Chicago, in 2015, Sankalpa won the prestigious 
award, ‘Prem Mohan’ in 2016 for Ms. Shashikala Manandhar’s 
contribution to Nepal Bhasa literature. 

















































